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EXT. BROKEN BOW LAKE - DAY 


Early morning. Lake Broken Bow, Southeastern Oklahoma. The 
morning fog has recently lost its grasp. Everything 
glistens. An inverted image of the tree-lined shore floats 
on the water's glassy surface. 


The call of a hawk circling overhead is disturbed by the 
motor of a Ranger Boat pulling into a cove. A SQUAWK of 
another kind zeros our focus in on the boat’s OCCUPANTS. 


EASTERNER WIFE 
We're in nature. I mean, really. 
Look. At. This. Nature! 


The WOMAN snaps a picture of the hawk. 


EASTERNER WIFE (CONT’D) 
I had no idea. Did you have any 
idea? I mean, Oklahoma? It’s 
gorgeous. 


The HUSBAND stares at his phone. 


EASTERNER HUSBAND 
I’m not getting any reception. 


He looks to their fishing guide, BUTCH MILLS, an aging 
veteran of the lake. A YELLOW LABRADOR rides shotgun. 


BUTCH 
You paying me to find fish or bars 
on your phone? 


The husband eyes Butch, sizing him up. 


EASTERNER HUSBAND 
Red McCoy recommended you. He said 
after him, you were the best. 


Butch grunts, dismissive. He readies the fishing gear. 


EASTERNER WIFE 
John manages his portfolio. 


Butch eyeballs the client’s PRETEEN SON. The boy is locked 
on his Play Station. The kid could be in a subway for all he 
knows or cares. 


EASTERNER HUSBAND 
I had no idea fishing was such a 
huge sport. Red’s done well for 
himself-- 


He scans Butch’s old boat, the implication obvious. 
BUTCH 


There’s more to life than making 
money. 
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Butch shoves a rod into their boy’s hands, causing the boy to 
drop his game. 


EASTERNER BOY 
(protesting; do something) 
Hey. Mom? 


Butch takes a rod and demonstrates. 


BUTCH 
Simple flick of the wrist. 


Butch hands the Easterner Wife a rod of her own. 


EASTERNER WIFE 
This is so wild. 
(to her husband) 
Take my picture. Hurry. I can’t 
believe I’m actually fishing. 


BUTCH 
Actually. Fishing takes place in 
the water. 


EASTERNER WIFE 
I don’t expect us to catch anything. 
I mean, we just needed to get out of 
the city. And here we are-- Out. 
Of. The. City. It’s so... What’s 
the word? 


BUTCH 
Quiet. 


This ends her chatter abruptly. The husband smiles, starting 
to warm to Butch. Butch helps the boy. 


BUTCH 
That’s it. Jiggle it a little as 
you reel it in. 


Suddenly, the kid gets a bite. The whir of the line alerts 
the yellow lab; it gets to his feet and barks. 


EASTERNER BOY 
Whoa - whoa! No way. 


EASTERNER WIFE 
What? What? He's got one?! 


EASTERNER HUSBAND 
He’s really got one? 


BUTCH 
Not yet. You’ve got to help. 


Butch slaps a net in the Dad’s hand. 


BUTCH (CONT'D) 
Get ready. 


The fish crests the water. The boy works the reel. The Dad 
nets it. The Mom snaps a PHOTO. The family stare at the 
glistening fish - stunned by their accomplishment. 


The pasty preteen breaks into a huge smile, probably for the 
first time in years. 


EASTERNER BOY 
Awesome. 


The parents exchange a relieved glance. 


EASTERNER WIFE 
There’s my boy. 


She hugs him. It’s a great family moment, all thanks to 
their guide who pats his dog’s head and rigs up the next rod. 


EXT. MILLS PROPERTY/BOAT HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON 


The yellow lab runs down the wooden pier connecting the 
boathouse to the shore. He passes a faded shingle: Mills 
Family Fishing Guides and lands on the house’s front porch. 


Sun-drenched and spent, the family climbs into their rental 
car. The Easterner Dad peels off a few moist hundreds. 


EASTERNER HUSBAND 
I can’t thank you enough. It was 
one of the best days we’ve had ina 
long time. 


BUTCH 
We found a few good ones. 


The husband looks back at his son in the car. 
EASTERNER HUSBAND (CONT'D) 
You have kids? Bet they think 


you're the greatest dad in the 
world. 


BUTCH 
You’d lose. 


Butch points to the dirt road. 
BUTCH 
Make your first left and follow the 
signs to the Turnpike. 


EASTERNER HUSBAND 
Thanks, again. We-- 


Butch has already disappeared into his boathouse. 


EXT. MALIBU STATE BEACH, SURF COMPETITION - DAY 
A table of SURF JUDGES make notes on the surfers’ rides. 
Parents and friends watch the action from beach towels and 
lawn chairs. A pack of ragtag SURFERS, loud and menacing, 
watch from a perch on the rocks. 
IN THE WATER 
Just past the break, CORY MILLS, 15, sits on his board, 
waiting for the next wave. He scans the beach, looking for 
someone who isn’t there. 
Nearby, SLOVAC, 17, also waits. 
SLOVAC 
Hope whoever you’re looking for was 
worth missing the best wave. 


Slovac paddles hard. Pissed, Corey digs in, going after the 
same wave. 


SLOVAC 
Back off, Mills. This one’s mine. 


COREY 
Not if I get there first. 


Both surfers claw at the water to reach the crest. Both pop 
up on their boards and attack the wave. Corey surfs goofy- 
foot, Slovac normal. 

ON THE BEACH 

The JUDGES look on, concerned, watching the dueling surfers. 
ON THE WATER 

Corey slices up the wave with precision. He sticks a Slob 
Grab, his back hand grabbing the toe-side rail. In the air, 


he cuts off the other surfer, causing him to wipe out. 


Slovac surfaces, angry. 


INT. MILLS TECHNOLOGY - LATE AFTERNOON 


DAVID MILLS and his partner, TED, hunch over a work bench 
with an ENGINEER in the R & D department. They run 3-D 
graphic demonstration. 


ENGINEER 
The problem is still in the basic 
interface. 


Ted runs his hands over the back of his neck, fretting. 


TED 
This should have been online two 
weeks ago. This is not good. It’s 
not good, David. 


DAVID 
We’ll crack it. We always do. 


ENGINEER 
Statistically we're due to fail. 


TED 
(to the engineer) 
Are you being funny? Because I’m 
about to have a stroke here. 


David frowns and stretches his neck, getting a look at the 
time beamed onto the wall by a digital laser. 


DAVID (CONT'D) 
Is that the time? I’ve got to go. 
I promised Corey I'd be there for 
the finals. 


Frustrated, Ted follows him, freaking out. 


TED 
You're kidding, right? 


ON THE MAIN FLOOR 


David passes a pool of COMPUTER TEKKIES, huddled around the 
synergy table. 


TUBBY TEKKIE 
Mr. Mills? We have something we 
think you should look at-- 


DAVID 
Tomorrow-— 


The other two push him forward, not letting him give in. 


TUBBY TEKKIE 
It’s just. We think we found the 
fault... 


David nods, waving them forward. The three tekkies jump into 
action. A 3-D hologram appears over the desk, demonstrating 
a small chip component. 


DAVID 
Wait. Freeze that. 


David takes a step closer to the 3-D image and then types 
something into the keyboard. The hologram rotates. 


DAVID (CONT'D) 
Get Clive out here. 
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A tekkie scrambles toward R & D as David sits down, rolling 
up his sleeves. 


EXT. MALIBU STATE BEACH - SAME TIME 


Corey jogs up the beach with his board, scanning the patches 
of spectators for his Dad. FELLOW SURFERS greet him. 


FEMALE SURFER 
Nice ride. 


JUDGE 
Too bad it’s not going to count. 


COREY 
No way! I stuck that landing. 


Slovac arrives, wet and panting. 


JUDGE 
Corey, your technique is perfect. 
You always go for the big move, but 
Slovac was there first. I have to 
call interference. It’s too bad, 
Corey, all you had to do was finish 
one more ride. 


SLOVAC 
So, I won? 


COREY 
Good for you, Slovac. That’s the 
only way you'll ever beat me. 


Pissed, Corey picks up his board. Slovac steps in his path, 
stopping him. 


SLOVAC 
You might be a better surfer, but 
I'll always beat you. 


COREY 
Anywhere, anytime. lLet’s go. 


Pissed, Corey throws down his board. Before he can rip 
Slovac’s head off, TAD, 19, big and tatt’d up, the leader of 
a ragtag group of surfers, steps between them. 


TAD 
(bearing down on Slovac) 
Real surfers don’t let rules get in 
the way of their ride. 
Slovac backs off with his hands in the air, leaving. 


Tad raises a paw for some skin. Corey slaps his hand. 


TAD 
Great ride, Man. You showed some 
big cajones out there. 


A cute SURFER GIRL from Tad’s crew slides up next to Corey. 
SURFER GIRL 
Bunch of us are heading to Mexico 
for the weekend. You wanna go? 
TAD 
Found the perfect wave in Baja. 
Longest left I’ve ever seen. 
Corey scans the beach once again. Still no sign of his dad. 


COREY 
Sure. 


Tad and Corey bump knuckles. The girl smiles, flirtatious. 


SURFER GIRL 
We leave after dawn patrol. 


Tad leads his pack down the beach. They terrorize the strand 
as they go. 


INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT 


Corey sits at the kitchen island, eating alone. He watches 
the weather channel on a small counter-top television. David 
enters with a pizza box, trying to make good. 


DAVID 
I got your favorite. 
COREY 
I already grabbed a burrito. 
DAVID 
How’d the tournament go? 
COREY 
What do you care? 
DAVID 
Cor, I’m sorry. I really tried to 
get there-- 
COREY 


I’m used to it. 
He clicks the TV back on. David turns it off. 


DAVID 
Once things slow down at work, what 
with summer coming up, why don’t we 
go to Hawaii? 


COREY 
Don’t worry about it. I was 
thinking about heading down to 
Mexico. 


DAVID 
What? Who with? 


Corey shrugs. 


COREY 
Some guys from the beach. 


DAVID 
(not happening) 
You’re fifteen. 


COREY 
I shouldn’t have even told you. 


DAVID 
Come on, Corey. It’s not always 
going to be like this. 


David loads his plate with pizza and sits across from Corey. 
COREY 
Yeah, one day I'll be eighteen and I 
can split. Just like Mom. 


Corey leaves, pissed. Stung, David throws his pizza back on 
his plate, hating that things have fallen so off track. 


INT. COREY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 


Corey's room is covered in surfing posters and tide charts. 
Topographical maps show surf breaks. The Weather Channel 
plays on a small television. 


Corey pulls a bright red duffle bag out from under the bed 
and starts stuffing it with clothes. 


EXT. MALIBU STATE BEACH, PARKING AREA - DAY 


Corey rides down the beach path, a board under this arm his 
duffle across his back. He locks up his bike at a rack and 
makes his way toward Tad's van. 


The group of surfers have partied all night. A COUPLE OF 
GUYS strap surfboards to the top of the van; others load the 
back. Tad oversees the operation. He leans against the van. 


TAD 
Co-rey! 


Corey stops in front of Tad with his favorite board. 


COREY 
Let’s do this. 


The gang of surfers WHISTLE their approval. A surfer with a 
sleeve tattoo tosses his red duffel in the back. 


SURFER GIRL 
Sweet. 


The surfer girl slides over making room for Corey next to 
her. The van door SLAMS, music BLASTS, wheels BURN RUBBER. 
INT. COREY'S BEDROOM - MORNING 

David enters, wanting to make amends. 


DAVID 
Hey, Cor-- Listen-- 


The room’s empty, David finds a note on the bed. Panic 
washes over his face. 
EXT. PACIFIC COAST HIGHWAY - EARLY MORNING 


Worried, David drives to the beach to find Corey. Pacific 
Coast Highway is a parking lot because of a wreck. 


AMBULANCES and FIRE TRUCKS line the road up ahead. 


INT. DAVID'S SUV - SAME TIME 


Inching forward, David sees Tad's van turned on its side. 
Surfboards and clothes liter the pavement. He recognizes 
Corey’s bright red duffle. It’s a parent's worst nightmare. 


EXT. PACIFIC COAST HIGHWAY - DAY 
David runs down the side of the road, ignoring shouts by the 
Highway Patrol to return to his vehicle. Nothing is going to 


stop David from seeing if his son is okay. 


A kid is loaded into the back of an ambulance on a stretcher. 
It's the surfer girl. 


DAVID 
Corey? Corey! 


Tad sits in the back of a police car, cuffed. David keeps 
moving; scanning stretchers, huddles of on-lookers. 


David spots Corey sitting on the bumper of a police car, 
wrapped in a blanket. 


He pulls Corey into a hug in a moment of complete relief. It 
is replaced almost instantly by complete anger. 
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DAVID (CONT'D) 
You could have been killed. 


Corey remains unresponsive; he’s tuned David out. David 
stares at him, incredulous. 


David's cell phone rings, underscoring their impossible 
Situation. He silences it and scans the aftermath of the 
wreck. Worried. Frustrated. 


DAVID 
Something’s got to change. 


INT. MILLS HOUSE - NIGHT 


In a cozy living room that is at once timeless and utterly 
Southern, JANIE MILLS, peers out the window, expectantly. 


Upon spotting Butch walking up from the boathouse, she 
snuggles into a chair and grabs a paperback book. Butch 
hangs his boat keys on a hook by the door. 


JANIE 
How’d it go? 


BUTCH 
Big tippers. 


Butch grunts and plops down in his recliner. His yellow lab 
at his feet. 


JANIE (CONT'D) 
David called. 


Butch busies himself searching for the remote control. 


BUTCH 

What’d the Big Shot have to say? 
JANIE 

He’s been having problems with 


Corey. 
Butch clicks on the television. 


BUTCH 
What do we have to eat? 


JANIE 
I told David I thought it might be 
nice if Corey came home for the 
summer. 


BUTCH 
David can’t just call this home when 
he needs us. 


Janie stands, cocking her chin ever so slightly. 
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JANIE 
Are you saying no? 


BUTCH 
I’m saying no. 


JANIE 
And that’s your final answer? 


BUTCH 
It damn sure is. 


He hunkers down in his chair. 


JANIE 
Okay, then. 


INT. BUTCH AND JANIE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 
On the bed is an old hard-cased suitcase, pristine from lack 


of use. Janie packs. Butch stops in the door when he sees 
the suitcase. 


BUTCH 
(re: suitcase) 
What in the world are you doing? 


JANIE 
Our son needs help. 


She takes an arm load of things from her dresser drawer. 


BUTCH 
He’s made his bed-- 


JANIE 
He’s raised that boy all by himself 
and never asked us for anything. 
She closes her case. 
JANIE 
If you won’t let Corey come here, 
then I’m going to California. 
Butch realizes what she’s done; it’s checkmate. 


BUTCH 
When’s the little SOB get here? 


Janie smiles and wraps her arms around Butch’s neck. 


JANIE 
I’m picking him up this afternoon. 
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EXT. PACIFIC COAST HIGHWAY - DAY 


A line of cars crawl down the highway in the morning commute. 


INT. DAVID'S CAR - DAY 


Surfers dot the waters. Corey still looks a little banged up 
from the wreck. David eyes his son staring at the Ocean. 


INT. LAX TERMINAL - DAY 
At the airport security line David hands Corey his ticket. 


DAVID 
You might like it out on the lake, 
if you'd give it a chance. 


COREY 
If Oklahoma’s so great, why haven’t 
we been there in ten years? 


DAVID 
I know you don’t see it right now, 
but this is for your own good. 
COREY 
How would you know? You don’t even 
know me. 


David watches, pained, as Corey disappears around the corner 
of the “ticketed passengers only” area without looking back. 
EXT. AIRPLANE - DAY 

Corey looks out at the endless expanse of water. The plane 
banks, making a sweeping turn inland. 

EXT. TURNPIKE, OKLAHOMA - EVENING 

ROAD SIGN: WELCOME TO OKLAHOMA - NATIVE AMERICAN 

Janie drives as Corey looks out the window of the pick-up. 
There's not a surf break for fifteen hundred miles in any 
direction. For a surfer, welcome to hell on Earth. 

As they turn off the Interstate, a sign with a HUGE BASS 
LEAPING OUT OF THE WATER welcomes people to Broken Bow. 
“Home Of Pro Angler Red McCoy” is featured in the corner. 


EXT. MAIN STREET, BROKEN BOW - EVENING 


On MAIN STREET every shop seems to be either a Bait & Tackle 
or a Junk Store, selling "antiques." 
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EXT. LAKE ROAD - EVENING 


The truck winds its way up a two-lane road bordering Broken 
Bow Lake. The lake is dotted with fishing boats. 


JANIE 
Your Daddy ever take you fishing? 


Corey shakes his head and frowns at the waveless water. 


COREY 
My Dad only goes outside to get to 
his car. 


EXT. MILLS HOUSE -NIGHT 


They park in front of the house. Twinkle lights spell out: 
"Welcome Corey!" The yellow lab stands on the porch steps 
sweeping his tail. 


Corey starts to get out. Janie puts a hand on his arm. 


JANIE (CONT'D) 
I know it's been a while since 
you've seen your Granddad. Try to 
remember, Butch's bite isn't as bad 
as his bark. 


Corey frowns, clearly remembering Butch’s bark. 


INT. LIVING ROOM, MILLS HOUSE - NIGHT 


Corey’s long, board-shorts and shaggy sun-streaked hair look 
out of place in this down-home environment. 


Corey and Butch watch the Weather Channel on television that 
needed to be replaced years ago. Silence hangs in the room 
like a wet sheet. 


COREY 
I'm not going to be around here for 
long. I get enough money together, 
I'm outta here to Mexico. 


Corey waits for a reaction. Butch reaches into a small ice- 
chest next to his recliner and pops open a Pepsi. 


BUTCH 
You must have mistaken me for 
someone who gives a damn. 


Before Corey has a chance to say anything Janie's voice rings 
out from the kitchen in a sunny contrast: 


JANIE (0.S.) 
Dinner! 
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Tucker scrambles to his feet. Butch clicks off the TV. 


INT. STAIRWELL/CROW'S NEST BEDROOM - NIGHT 


That night, Janie leads Corey up to where he'll be staying in 
the crow's nest/attic bedroom. 


JANIE 
Your great granddad built this 
place. Your Me-ma wanted this 
crow’s nest to look out on the lake 
and watch for storms. Course she 
was so afraid of lightning she never 
once dared climb up here if there 
was even a hint of rain. 


Corey drops his duffle bag by the door. 


JANIE (CONT'D) 
After we moved in, this was your 
Dad's room. 


Janie turns on a light by the bed, revealing a pile of 
fishing gear: a classic hat with lures, a vest, etc. 


JANIE (CONT'D) 
(re: fishing gear) 
There's not much else to do around 
here. 


COREY 
(Sarcastically) 
Awesome.... 


Janie leaves him to get settled in. Corey pushes all the 
fishing gear aside. 


He takes down a faded Kelly LeBrock poster and replaces it 
with a pull-out from a surfing magazine - Mexico. 


INT. CROW'S NEST BEDROOM - DAY 

The next day, Corey wakes up from the sunlight streaming in 
from all sides. He looks out on the large lake with winding 
shoreline filled with lush, green trees. It's breathtaking, 
but it's not the ocean. 

His attention is drawn to the boathouse where Butch bangs 
around inside, cursing under his breath. 


EXT. BOATHOUSE - DAY 


Corey makes his way down the plank walkway and peeks through 
the window of the boathouse. 
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INT. BOATHOUSE - DAY 


Butch sits at a work bench, sanding something latched ina 
vice. The room is filled with tools and fishing gear. Rods 
line the walls like pool cues. Rows of tiny drawers hold 
every kind of fishing lure, bob, and hook imaginable. 


Butch’s FISHING BOAT resides in the water dock at the far end 
of the boathouse. It’s well maintained, but old. 


Corey appears in the doorway, straining to see what Butch is 
working on. Butch unceremoniously shuts the door. 


EXT. MILLS HOUSE - DAY 


Corey sits on the front porch, texting a friend. Tucker 
sleeps by his feet. 


Janie comes from around the house with an old BMX bicycle. 
It is one rusted hunk of junk. 


JANIE 
This was David’s when he was about 
your age. With a little elbow 
grease I thought it’d be good enough 
to get you to town and back. 


Corey checks the weight of the frame. 


COREY 
Yeah. This could work. 


Janie smiles, finally some signs of life. 
JANIE 
I don’t know how it works in 
California, but around here it’s 
“thank you.” 
EXT. FRONT YARD, MILLS HOUSE - DAY 


A mix of EDGY SURF-PUNK plays from his Ipod as Corey 
dismantles the old bike. 


From the boathouse, Butch turns up his own SOUTHERN ROCK, 
blasting it louder than Corey's music. Butch sings; he's got 
one hell of a bad voice. 


Corey plops in his ear-buds, smirking. 


EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY 


Janie hands Butch a glass of iced-tea, both are distracted by 
watching Corey perform tricks on his new bike. 
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Corey hops the trick bike across the dirt stretch near the 
lawn and then launches into a hand-stand. 


JANIE 
(impressed) 
Look at that. 


BUTCH 
If I wanted to see tricks I'd go to 
the circus. 


Butch disappears inside the house, letting the screen-door 
slap shut. Corey skids to a stop in front of Janie. 


COREY 
Thought I’d ride to town. Check out 
what was happening. 


JANIE 
Dinner’s at six. 


He peddles off. 


JANIE (CONT'D) 
Be careful! 


Tucker BARKS at him as he rides away. 


EXT. TWO LANE ROAD - DAY 


Corey peddles down the center of the winding two-lane road, 
making lazy zigzags. He pops a wheelie. 


Up the road a piece, a beat-to-crap pick-up zooms around the 
corner toward him. A lively COUNTRY ANTHEM pounds out the 
old truck's speakers. 


Corey continues to balance on one tire unaware of the danger 
around the next bend. 


INT. KELLY'S TRUCK - SAME TIME 


Inside the truck, KELLY AKIN, (16, a sparkplug of a country 
girl with a subtle edge all her own) bops along to her music, 
Singing her heart out. 


Seeing Corey she slams on her brakes, spinning her wheel hard 
to the left, fish-tailing to a stop. 


EXT. LAKE ROAD - SAME TIME 


Corey careens off the road to avoid being hit. He and his 
bike disappear into a gully covered in tall grass. Kelly 
slams on the brakes. As she skids to a stop, one of her 
balding tires blows. 


Kelly 


Corey 


Corey 


Corey 


Corey 


Corey 
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jumps out of her truck to inspect the damage. 


KELLY 
Great! Just perfect. 


shakes the leaves and twigs off of him. 


KELLY (CONT'D) 
You crazy or something? What were 
you trying to do riding like that? 
Get yourself killed? 


struggles to free his bike from the muddy ditch. 


COREY 
Me? Don’t they teach people how to 
drive around here? 


KELLY 
If it wasn’t for my driving, you'd 
be a wet spot on the road. 


kicks his mangled front tire. 


COREY 
I just brought this bike back from 
the dead. 


tries to straighten out the bent rim, it’s history. 


KELLY 
Tell you what, California, I'll give 
you a ride to town. You can get a 
new tire at Squirrely’s tire and 
supply. Tell him Kelly sent you, so 
he gives you the local price. 


COREY 
Thanks. 
(then) 
How’d you know I was from 
California? 
KELLY 


You're kidding, right? 


checks his vintage Sex Wax T-shirt and his board-shorts 


and shrugs, clueless. He throws his bike in the back. 


INT. 


KELLY'S TRUCK - DAY 


Scraps of paper, sketches of dresses and different fashion 
designs are scattered all over the cab of Kelly’s truck. 


KELLY 
We live about a quarter mile North 
of your folk's place. 
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Corey checks out some of her sketches. 


KELLY 
It’s just something I do when things 
get slow at the diner. 


COREY 
So, you're a waitress? 


Corey puts the sketches back on the dash. 


KELLY 
Since I was old enough to carry a 
tray. 
(teasing) 
Word at the diner is you’re a 
trouble maker. 


COREY 
Who said that? 


KELLY 
You've never lived in a small town, 
have you? 


Corey shakes his head. 


KELLY 
You'll see how it is. 


She smiles, knowingly. 


KELLY 
Around here, you can't even cross 
the street without getting your name 
in the paper. 


Corey smirks. 


KELLY (CONT’D) 
I’m serious. They report speeding 
tickets, jay-walking. 


COREY 
In the newspaper? 


She nods. 


KELLY 
I've got a bet with my brother to 
see who can stay out of the paper 
the longest. 


Corey laughs. 


COREY 
So you're famous. 
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KELLY 
Yes. I am. Infamous town 
jaywalker. 

COREY 
Impressive. 


She smiles at him sideways. 


EXT. DOT'S DINER - DAY 


Kelly parks in front of Dot's Diner, a small establishment 
with window awnings and a front porch with benches for people 
to wait, smoke, or watch people go by. Corey takes his bike 
out of the back of the truck. 





KELLY 
What do you fish for out there in 
California? 
Corey shakes his head. 
COREY 
I surf. 
She smiles, intrigued. 
KELLY 
I've never met a guy who doesn't 


fish. 


INT. DOT'S DINER - DAY 

At a booth by the window, a group of TEENAGERS dressed in T- 
shirts, jeans and baseball caps featuring fishing logos, 
share a large plate of fries. 

The largest of the bunch, JAKE (16 and dough-faced) slaps 
TYLER MCCOY (16, toothpaste commercial handsome and knows it) 
on the shoulder. 


JAKE 
Who's the freak with your girl? 


Tyler spots Corey talking to Kelly outside. 


EXT. DOT'S DINER - SAME TIME 
As Corey opens the door for Kelly, Tyler comes through it. 
TYLER 
(to his buddies) 
Looks like Halloween's come early. 


Tyler's buddies laugh. Corey nods at the guys. Tyler drapes 
a possessive arm over Kelly's shoulder. 
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KELLY 
This is Butch's grandson. He 
doesn't fish, so try to think of 
something to talk about. 
(to Corey) 
I've got to get to work. 


COREY 
Thanks for the ride. 


KELLY 
Try the pie sometime. Best in 
Broken Bow. 


TYLER 
(to his buddies) 
A Mills that doesn’t fish? Now I’ve 
seen everything. 


Tyler shakes his head, dismissive, and then follows Kelly 
inside. Tyler's buddies block the entrance behind him, 
staring Corey down. Corey gets the message and doesn't like 
it. His temper flares. 


COREY (CONT'D) 
You know, pie sounds pretty good 
right now. 


He pushes past Tyler's friends, entering. 


INT. DOT'S DINER - DAY 


Inside, Corey makes his way toward the counter. Every eye in 
the place is on the newcomer. 


As he passes Tyler and his crew, Tyler trips him. Corey 
falls into a table of customers. 


TYLER 
Wipe out. 


Corey comes back swinging. Tyler answers. The fight spills 
into tables, knocking over chairs and sending locals 
sprawling to get out of the way. 

An OLD FARMER stands covered in biscuits and gravy. 


The owner/cook, RON, (Kelly's Dad) and CAROL (Kelly’s mom) 
emerge from the kitchen and pulls the fighting boys apart. 


RON 
Enough! 
(to Tyler) 
Get back to your table. 
(to Corey) 


You, out. 
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KELLY 
(protests) 
Dad-- 


Ron throws Kelly a stern look. She retreats. 
COREY 
(to Ron) 
He started it. 
RON 
This is a place of business. Don’t 
come back until you can figure out 
how to get along. 
Seething, Corey shoots a look at Tyler and his buddies. 


COREY 
With them? See you never. 


RON 
Go. 


EXT. DOT'S DINER - CONTINUOUS 

Corey unlocks his bent bike for the long walk home. Through 
the window, Kelly watches. They catch each other’s eye. 
Kelly sympathetic smile, piercing Corey's anger. Kelly’s Mom 
moves her away from the window. 

INT. MILLS KITCHEN - DAY 


Corey enters. Janie looks up from the stove. 


JANIE 
How was town? Make any friends? 


COREY 
Not exactly. 


Janie frowns. The phone RINGS. 


JANIE 
That will be your Dad. 


COREY 
I gotta shower. 


Corey takes the stairs up to the crow’s nest two at a time. 
Disappointed, Janie answers the phone. 
INT. MILLS TECHNOLOGY, DAVID'S OFFICE - DAY 


David picks up a framed school photo of a younger Corey, 
complete with a missing front tooth. 
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JANIE (0O.S.) 
(over the phone) 
Give it time, David. Things will 
get better. 


DAVID 
Talk to you tomorrow. 


David hangs up and looks out his window at the Ocean. 


INT. CROW’S NEST - DAY 
Corey listens to a TELEBOT VOICE over his phone’s speaker. 


GREYHOUND TELEBOT 
(computer generated voice) 
Your ticket from Tulsa to San Blas 
Mexico will cost... Three hundred 
and seven dollars. Press one to 
purchase this ticket. Press two-- 


Corey hangs up. He writes $307 across the “Mexico” poster. 


EXT. MAIN STREET, BROKEN BOW - DAY 


Corey goes in and out of a series of shops on main street. 
Various SHOP OWNERS shake their heads, sometimes pointing to 
an establishment across the street. 


Corey enters the next store, only to receive the same 
rejection. Finally, he spots a "Help Wanted" sign in the 
window of an antique store. 


INT. ANTIQUE SHOP - DAY 


Inside the junk shop masquerading as an antique store, a prim 
SHOP OWNER (60's), wearing a broach, looks Corey up and down. 
From his low riding board shorts and faded T-shirt to his 
shaggy hair, nothing about him says "employable." 


SHOP OWNER 
Someone like you might have more 
luck at the feed store. Or the tire 
and supply? 


COREY 
Trust me. I’ve already been there. 


She doesn’t waiver. 


EXT. ANTIQUE SHOP - DAY 


Outside, Corey shoots a glance at the "help wanted" sign. 
The shop keeper quickly takes the sign from the window. 
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Across the street is a single story brick building - the 
Broken Bow Daily Progress. He puts a quarter in the machine 
and takes a copy of the paper. It's only four sheets total 
and can be rolled smaller than a dime. 


He opens the paper and quickly goes through all the pages, 
not finding what he's looking for. The list of local traffic 
violations and petty crime catches his eye. 


CLOSE ON: "Kelly Akin Jaywalking 2:30 PM. Repeat Offender." 


Across the street, Corey notices someone crouched down, 
checking out his bike. He hurries across the street. 


AT THE BIKE RACK 


DALE, (15), a Native American dressed in T-shirt and jeans, 
checks out Corey's bike. Dale's bike, parked next to Corey's 
is not nearly as cool. 


DALE 
Expecting a crime wave? 


Dale kicks the heavy lock Corey has secured around the bike's 
new front tire. 


COREY 
You never know. 


Corey unlocks the bike, letting Dale check it out. 


COREY (CONT'D) 
You ride? 


DALE 
(playing it off) 
Oh, yeah. All the time. 


COREY 
Rails or parks? 


DALE 
Uh-huh. All that. 


Corey smiles, not quite buying it. Dale starts to load 
newspapers into his bike’s saddle bags. 


Tyler, Kelly and his crew pull up to the town’s one and only 
stoplight. Corey spots Kelly. She smiles at him. This does 
not go unnoticed by anyone. 


Tyler puts an arm around Kelly’s shoulder, pulling her close. 
TYLER’S BUDDY JAKE 
Check it out. Tonto found The Lone 
Ranger. 


The guys in the truck crack up. Kelly admonishes Jake as 
Tyler floors it, squealing away with the green light. 
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DALE 
They have rednecks where you live? 


Corey shrugs. 


COREY 
There are idiots everywhere. 


DALE 
Ours just happen to be popular. 


Dale continues to load papers into his satchel. 


COREY 
You work here? They said they 
weren’t hiring. Nobody in this town 
is hiring. 


DALE 
Only real jobs are at the chicken 
plant and the resort on the other 
Side of the lake. But they don't 
hire unless you're eighteen. 


COREY 
Could this place suck any more? 


DALE 
Easy now, some of us live here. 


COREY 
Not me. I’m about seven hundred 
bucks away from never seeing this 
place again. 


DALE 
Intense. 


COREY 
There’s got to be a way for me to 
make some quick cash. 


Dale points to an ad in the paper for the 40th ANNUAL BROKEN 
BOW LAKE FESTIVAL, the kick off event highlighted is the 
JUNIOR CHAMPIONSHIP FISHING TOURNAMENT, horse-shoes, talent 
show and dance are also key events. 


DALE 
You fish? 


COREY 
Fishing’s lame. 


DALE 
Winner gets a thousand bucks. 


COREY 
A thousand bucks? For catching a 
stupid fish? How hard could it be? 


25% 


DALE 
I guess you really haven’t fished 
before. 

COREY 
Probably about as much as you Free- 
Ride. 


Dale laughs, busted. He gets on his bike. 


DALE 
Good thing Butch Mills is your 
grandfather. 

COREY 


Yeah, right. Have you met him? 


DALE 
He holds the State Record. If I 
needed to learn how to fish, that’s 
who I'd call. 


Corey squints, chewing on this. 


COREY 
Thanks, Dude, but that’s not gonna 
happen. 
DALE 
It’s Dale. 
COREY 
Corey. 


Corey hops on his bike and starts off. 


DALE 
(calling after him) 
Hey, if you’re looking for something 
to do tonight, we could check out 
The Cliff? It’s pretty cool. 


COREY 
Sorry, Dale, if you think there’s 
something cool in this town, you 
don’t know what cool is. 
He watches him go. Then adds: 


DALE 
Kelly Akin’1l be there. 


Corey skids to a stop, looking back at Dale with curiosity. 


COREY 
How do you know? You guys tight? 


Dale shrugs. 
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DALE 
It’s the only spot we got. 


INT. BOATHOUSE - LATER 
Corey enters the boathouse. Butch sits at his work bench. 


BUTCH 
What do you want? 


COREY 
I want to learn how to fish. 


He drops the newspaper advertising the tournament on the work 
bench. Butch puts it aside and continues to sand his lure. 


BUTCH 
You want to learn to fish or win 
prize money? 


He blows shavings from the carving. 


COREY 
What difference does it make? 


He stops sanding and looks at Corey. 


BUTCH 
You're a show-boater, a trouble 
maker. You’ve been in this town for 
less than a week and you’ve done 
nothing but make a spectacle of 
yourself. You've got no discipline. 
No patience. No work ethic. And no 
respect. In short, you don't have 
what it takes. 


Corey slams out of there. Butch goes back to sanding. 


EXT. BOATHOUSE - SAME TIME 


Angry, Corey jumps on his bike and peddles off, riding past 
Janie, wiping her hands on an apron. 


JANIE 
Corey? Dinner's ready-- Honey? 


He's long gone. 


EXT. THE CLIFF - EARLY EVENING 


Cars and boats are parked near the shoreline. LOCAL KIDS 
congregate around a picnic bench and fire pit. Above them, a 
small cliff hangs out over the water. 
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Kids take turns jumping from the edge of the cliff over 
submerged trees. Branches shoot from the water like stakes. 


Near the picnic benches, Dale introduces Corey around. 


Boats start to come in from their day on the water. A road 
leads into the lake, so that boats can be picked up and 
dropped off. 


Corey sees Kelly backing Tyler's pick-up into the lake, to 
attach his boat to the trailer. 


TYLER 
(from his boat) 
Straighten it up, Kelly! No! The 
other way. Jeeze! 


Kelly successfully drives the boat out of the lake, gets out 
and slams the door. 


KELLY 
(to Tyler) 
You're welcome! 


Peeved, she marches over to join her friends. 
AT THE PICNIC BENCHES 
Corey nods toward Tyler. 


COREY 
Why is she with that guy? 


DALE 
You know how in most towns the star 
quarterback gets the prettiest girl 
in school? It's like that, only 
he's the best angler. 


They walk over joining Kelly and the others. 


COREY 
What's an angler? 


Everyone who overhears laughs. Kelly tells her two GIRL 
FRIENDS to knock it off. 


DALE 
Technically, it’s someone who fishes 
with hooks. The hook is the angle. 
Versus spear fishing or casting nets- 


Dale doesn’t realize the others are making fun of him. 


COREY 
I got it. Thanks. 


Tyler joins them, throwing a possessive arm around Kelly’s 
waist and pulling her in tight. 
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TYLER 
(to Dale) 
What’d you bring him here for? 


In the background, Tyler’s best friend, Jake, jumps. Two 
guys on the shore judge his result. 


GUY ON SHORE 
Two and a half feet. Jake’s in the 
lead. Tyler? You in? 


TYLER 
Hell, yeah. 


He looks Corey up and down sizing him up. 


TYLER 
Maybe the new guy wants a taste? 
Closest to the trees wins the pot. 
Or maybe you’re chicken like your 
friend here. 


Jake fresh from the water, starts to pull off a convincing 
chicken imitation. The girls eat it up, except Kelly. 


DALE 
I’m not scared. I’m just not 
stupid. 


Tyler shoves Dale. Corey steps in. 


COREY 
Hey, watch it. 


Kelly pushes her way between them. 


KELLY 
Just stop! Why do you guys have to 
be such jerks? 


TYLER 
Butt out, Kelly. This doesn’t have 
anything to do with you. 


Pissed, she retreats to the small bonfire. 
TYLER 
(to Corey) 
So, what do you say? Think you got 
what it takes? 


From the bonfire, Kelly watches the exchange. Corey glances 
over to her, she pretends not to be watching. 


COREY 
I got more than enough. 


Tyler scrambles up to the cliff. 
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ON THE CLIFF 

Tyler strips off his shirt and slaps five bucks in the pot, 
collected in a baseball cap. He points to Kelly, dedicating 
his jump to her. 

Tyler focuses. He picks his target and takes a deep breath. 
Running full force, he makes a mighty leap. He lands, only 
missing the submerged trees by a couple feet. He launches 
out of the water victorious. 


TYLER 
Beat that, suckers! 


AT THE BENCHES 
Dale shakes his head in disbelief. 


DALE 
Nobody can beat that. No way. 


Corey smiles, he hands his shirt to Dale. Kelly joins them. 


KELLY 
You don’t have to do this, Corey. 


COREY 
I know. 


Corey smiles, confident and scrambles up the boulders. 

ON THE CLIFF 

Corey glances over to see if Kelly is watching. Everybody is 
watching. Without warning or preparation, he sprints toward 


the ledge no-holes-barred. 


Corey leaps and flips, rotating twice in the air before 
landing inches away from the danger. The crowd is amazed. 


Corey emerges from the water, pumping his fist. Tyler 
frowns, pissed. 


DALE 
(to Tyler) 
You ever see anyone stick it that 
close? 


The others meet Corey at the water’s edge, clearly impressed. 
Tyler whistles to get everyone’s attention. 


TYLER 
Party at my place. 
(to Corey) 
Invite only. 


Tyler grabs the pot of money, pocketing the contents. 
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COREY 
Hey! That’s mine. 


TYLER 
Too bad you didn’t put your money in 
before you jumped. 


KELLY 
Tyler! 


TYLER 
Let’s go, Kel. Now. 


Kelly's friend pulls her into Tyler's truck. She shoots an 
apologetic look to Corey as they take off. 


Corey and Dale are left behind with their bikes. 
DALE 
Well, you sure helped me raise my 
cool factor. See you later. 


Dale heads home, leaving Corey alone on the shore. 


INT. DINING ROOM, MILLS HOUSE - NIGHT 
A casserole sits on hot-pads in the center of the table. Ice- 
tea melts in the glasses. Janie looks toward the window, 
worried. Butch eats, not a care in the world. 
Janie takes the plate away from him, mid-bite. 
JANIE 
Butch Mills, you’re going to tell me 
what you said to that boy. 


Butch stares at his plate, dangling in mid-air out of reach. 


BUTCH 
He asked me to teach him how to 
fish. 

JANIE 


And you told him no? 
Butch shrugs and reaches for his plate. 
JANIE (CONT'D) 
You've had enough. 
INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT 


Janie takes the plate to the kitchen and scrapes it into the 
dog's bowl. 


BUTCH 
Janie! 
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Tucker devours Butch’s dinner. Janie tilts her chin ever so 
slightly in the air. 


JANIE 
It's about time you quit punishing 
Corey for David leaving. 


She leaves, more upset than he had calculated. He sags, 
knowing she’s right. Butch growls at the dog. 


EXT. TYLER’S HOUSE - NIGHT 
At modern brick house on a large piece of property, MUSIC 


spills through the windows. Trucks and Cars fill the 
circular driveway. 


INT. TYLER’S HOUSE - NIGHT 

The living room is filled with fishing trophies and 
tournament memorabilia. Tyler wanders through the party 
carrying two Solo drink cups. 


A couple of GIRLS stare at a wall of framed pictures of Red 
with various politicians and celebrities. 


PARTY GIRL 
Tyler’s dad is so hot. 


Tyler frowns, pushing past them on his way to the porch. 


EXT. TYLER’S HOUSE - NIGHT 


Kelly sits on the swing, deep in thought. Tyler hands her a 
drink. She puts it aside. 


KELLY 
What you did to Corey was wrong. 


TYLER 
What do you care? What, do you like 
this guy or something? 


KELLY 
No. He’s nice. 

TYLER 
He’s a Mills. 

KELLY 
So? 

TYLER 


So, there’s only room for one top- 
dog on this lake. I heard Corey's 
entering the junior tournament. Did 
he tell you that? 
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KELLY 
No. 

TYLER 
He better not. I'd slaughter that 
guy. 

KELLY 


Oh, I get it now. You're the one 
who's scared. What would your Dad 
say if you got beat by Butch Mills’ 
grandson? That’s why you’ve been 
acting like such a jerk-- 


TYLER 
If I’m so bad why don’t you find 
yourself another boyfriend. 


KELLY 
Fine with me. 


TYLER 
I’m serious. 


Kelly takes off Tyler's football ring and throws it at him. 


KELLY 
How's that for serious? 


Tyler scrambles to get the ring. 


TYLER 
You just made a big mistake. 


Kelly storms down the porch steps and into the night. Tyler 
goes back inside, slamming the door behind him. 


EXT. THE CLIFF - NIGHT 


A solitary street light illuminates The Cliff hang out spot. 
Alone, Corey practices pulling tricks on his bike on the 
boulders leading up to the cliff. 


He balances on one tire and then methodically jumps from one 
large rock to another. 


Kelly spots him on her walk home and applauds. Startled, he 
falls off his bike. 


KELLY 
How come every time I see you you're 
doing something dangerous? 


COREY 
Maybe I'm just trying to get your 
attention. 


He smiles, dusting himself off. 
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KELLY 
You're not fooling anyone, you know. 


She takes a step closer, picking a twig off his shoulder. 


KELLY 
You act like you don’t care what 
anybody thinks, but I saw you look 
at me before you jumped off the 
cliff. You had to make sure I was 
watching. 


COREY 
So, were you? Watching? 


She reveals nothing, turning to leave. 


COREY 
Hey, where are you going? 


KELLY 
I come here to think sometimes. 
When nobody else is here. 


Since the spot is occupied, she turns to leave. 


COREY 
Wait up. 


Corey rights his bike and catches up. 


She smiles. 


COREY 
In LA, it's too dangerous for a girl 
to be out alone at night. 


KELLY 
Here, it's just a long walk home. 


COREY 
How about a ride? 


KELLY 
You want to get something to eat? I 
know a good place. 


EXT. LAKE ROAD - NIGHT 


Corey rides Kelly on the handlebars, illuminated by the full- 
moon. They cruise down the hill, picking up speed. 


COREY 
Scared? 


Kelly laughs, leaning back into him, enjoying the ride. 
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EXT. MAIN STREET - NIGHT 


Main street is deserted. Kelly hops off Corey's bike in 
front of Dot's. 


COREY 
Your Dad banned me. 


KELLY 
Then we'd better not get caught. 


Corey doesn’t budge. 


KELLY 
Scared? 


She jangles the keys and hops up to the door. Corey checks 
to see if the coast is clear and then follows her inside. 


INT. DOT'S DINER - NIGHT 


A single light barely illuminates the diner. Corey and Kelly 
sit on the counter facing each other. They share a piece of 
lemon meringue, fighting over the last bite. 


KELLY 
My parents want me to take over the 
diner, but I want to open my own 
shop. 


She shows him sketches from a notebook she keeps under the 
counter. 


KELLY 
Like the place for rent next to Mrs. 
Snyder’s antiques. I can see it, 
you know? Mannequins in the window, 
my dresses hanging in vintage 
wardrobes. A tape measure around my 
neck. 


COREY 
Forget Broken Bow. What about New 
York? Or you could come out to LA 
and design for movie stars. 


She laughs, dismissing the idea. She clears the plates. 
KELLY 
I never even told Tyler I wanted to 
design clothes. 


Corey spots a picture of Tyler holding up the Junior Trophy. 


COREY 
Why are you with that guy, anyway? 
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KELLY 
Tyler’s okay. He always gets worse 
around the Junior Tournament. He 
wants so bad to be an angler like 
his Dad. 


She points out a picture of Red McCoy holding up an oversized 
prize money check at a pro tournament. 


KELLY 
Red’s hardly ever in town. 


COREY 
I get it. The only thing my Dad and 
I have in common is our last name. 


Corey squints at a picture of Butch circa twenty years ago. 
He holds up a huge Bass by its large ugly mouth. 


COREY 
Is that Butch? 

KELLY 
That’s him catching the State 
Record. 

COREY 


That thing’s a monster. I need to 
catch one like that to beat Tyler. 


KELLY 
There’s more to fishing than you 
think. You’re going up against guys 
who have been fishing since before 
they could walk. Trust me, you need 
Butch. 


COREY 
I'll figure something out. I always 
do. 


EXT. BROKEN BOW DAILY PROGRESS - DAY 


Corey hops his bike up and down on the curb in front of the 
newspaper office. Dale exits with his deliveries. 


COREY (CONT'D) 
Hey, Dale, I was thinking, I could 
teach you a few tricks, if you could 
help me out with the fishing thing? 


Dale breaks into a smile. 


DALE 
Done. 


COREY 
Yeah? 
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DALE 
My people have been fishing these 
lakes for hundreds of years. It's 
like second nature. 


The guys bump fists. 


INT. BOATHOUSE - DAY 


Butch watches as Dale gives Corey the basics of fishing out 
on the pier. 


EXT. PIER - DAY 
Dale hands Corey a rod. 


DALE 
Long before there were rods and 
reels, my people were great 
fishermen. It's about being one 
with nature... 


Dale nods, knowingly, gazing out onto the lake. 
COREY 
Okay. So what? We just throw it in 
and wait? 


Dropping his dramatic pose. 


DALE 
Patience, Grasshopper-- 
COREY 
Huh? 
DALE 
Classic 70’s TV is a passion of 
mine. 
COREY 


Dude, you really need to get a life. 
Dale nods, agreeing. 
DALE 
I know. 
MONTAGE: DALE TEACHES COREY TO FISH 
Dale throws an over-the-head cast, but doesn't flip the bail, 


causing the line to ball up and his bait to land at their 
feet on the dock. Corey looks at Dale concerned. 
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DALE 
I didn't flip the bail. It's been a 
while. No problem. Check this out. 


He does it again, this time successfully casting out in to 
the water. He smiles at Corey. 


DALE (CONT’D) 
Try to get out to where mine is. 
Don't worry if you can't get it out 
there very far on your first try-- 
Before Dale has finished, Corey stands goofy foot and casts 
the rod with his left hand like he was throwing a Hail Mary 
pass. His lure lands well past Dale's. 


COREY 
Like that? 


DALE 
Not bad. 


In the background, Butch stops on his way to the house, 
noticing Corey's long cast. Dale spots Butch. 


DALE (CONT'D) 
Not bad, right? 


BUTCH 
It's called fishing, not casting. 


Butch continues on his way. 
LATER: Dale holds up a plastic worm. 
DALE 
Maybe you'll have more luck with 
this. The fish can't resist it. 


Dale ties a large complicated lure to his own pole. 


DALE (CONT'D) 
I'm going with my secret weapon. 


Dale casts and nearly immediately his line is hit. 


COREY 
Is that a fish? Did you catch one? 


Dale struggles, tugging at the line. 


DALE 
It's huge! 


BUTCH (0.S.) 
It's a stump. 


Corey turns to see Butch behind them. 
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DALE 
No way. This baby is really 
fighting. 
Butch grabs the rod. The line goes slack. 
BUTCH 
Fish take out the line. What you 
hooked is a stump. Been there for 
fifty years. My Daddy made this 
pier from its wood. 


DALE 
So what do I do? 


BUTCH 
Don't cast at a stump. 


Butch takes out his pocketknife and cuts Dale's line. 


DALE 
That lure cost forty bucks. 


Butch continues on into the house. 


COREY 
Dude, you're not good at this, are 
you? 
DALE 
I suck. 
COREY 
What about all this "my people" "my 
people"? 
Dale shrugs. 
DALE 


My dad's the town dentist. 
Dale starts to pack up his gear, packing it up. 


DALE (CONT'D) 
Seriously, Dude. Butch is the best 
guide on this lake. To have any 
chance of beating Tyler, you need 
him. 


Corey glares at the boathouse. 


COREY 
I don’t need anybody. 
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EXT. PIER - DAY 
The next morning, Corey, with his goofy-foot stance casts off 


the end the pier. He fires one powerful cast after another. 
Whir. Plunk. Whir. Plunk. 


INT. KITCHEN - DAY 


Butch rubs his aching head and grabs a cup of coffee and 
notices Corey out the window. 


BUTCH 
Where’s the Aspirin? 


JANIE 
You have another headache? 


She hands him the bottle of Aspirin. 


BUTCH 
I’m fine. It’s all this racket. 


He motions toward Corey, outside. 

BUTCH 
He’d never last in a tournament 
casting like that. His arm would 
wear out before he caught a single 
keeper. 

JANIE 
He’s been at it since dawn and 
hasn’t slowed down yet. 


Butch takes his coffee and leaves. 


INT. BOATHOUSE - SAME TIME 

Butch is hunched over a lure, painting tiny detail work. 

WE HEAR from outside the sound track of Corey casting and 
reeling, casting and reeling, over and over: WHIR. PLUNK. 
ZING. WHIR. PLUNK. ZING. 


With each cast, Butch flinches. Grabbing more Aspirin. 
WHIR. PLUNK. 


Butch mucks his work, waiting for the... ZING. 
He throws down the lure. 


BUTCH 
For the love of Pete! 
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EXT. BOATHOUSE - DAY 


Butch slams out of the boathouse and marches towards his pick- 
up. Corey ignores him. 


BUTCH 
If you're going to fish, you'll need 
a license. 


Corey stares, surprised. 


BUTCH (CONT'D) 
What are you waiting for? 


Corey drops his rod and hurries to follow. Janie smiles from 
where she weeds the garden. 


EXT. WALLY’S BAIT & TACKLE - DAY 


As Butch parks in front of Wally’s Bait & Tackle, a banner is 
being strung up over Main Street announcing: “40th Annual 
Broken Bow Lake Festival.” 


As they approach the store, Corey stops to watch as the high 
school marching band turns a corner onto Main Street in near 
perfect formation. 


INT. WALLY’S BAIT AND TACKLE - DAY 


Inside, the GOOD OLE BOYS who hang out playing checkers greet 
Butch as he makes his way to the counter. 


BUTCH 
Wally, I need a license for my 
grandson. 


WALLY, an old-time fisherman, smiles from behind the counter. 


WALLY 
Sure thing. Most people do it on- 
line these days, but I still got my 
book. 


Wally only moves at one speed - Southern. He pulls out some 
paperwork from under the counter. 


WALLY (CONT'D) 
This David's boy? 


BUTCH 
I said he was my grandson, didn’t I? 


Corey fills out the form. 
WALLY 


You gonna be an angler just like 
your grandpa? 
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Corey shrugs, handing the slip of paper back. Wally doesn’t 
look at it, but waits for a response. 


BUTCH 
Can we hurry this along? 


This stops Wally completely. 


WALLY 
Big plans tonight? Fried shrimp 
special at the Elks Lodge? I love 
their fried shrimp. Sauce is a 
little spicy though-- 


The others laugh, realizing that Butch is being pushed to his 
very short limit. 


BUTCH 
I'd like to get this wrapped up 
before the sun sets... 
(under his breath) 
-.-on my life. 


The others laugh even harder. 


WALLY 
Forty-two even. 


Butch pulls some cash out of his wallet. 


WALLY (CONT’D) 
I’ll get your change. 


Wally slowly makes his way to the cash register. 


WALLY (CONT'D) 
(to Corey) 
Your Daddy used to come in here and 
sell me night crawlers he’d dig up. 


He counts out the change. 
COREY 
Yeah, right. Not my dad. You must 
be remembering someone else. 
Butch notes, Corey’s response. 
WALLY (CONT’D) 
No, sir. Your daddy was a fine 
fisherman. Wasn’t he, Butch? 
Butch interrupts, taking the license. 
BUTCH 


You collecting the applications for 
the Junior tournament? 
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WALLY 
Sure enough. 


Butch adds Corey’s fishing license number to the application 
and slides it to Wally. 


GOOD OLD BOY 
You think he has a chance? Against 
Tyler McCoy? 


BUTCH 
He’s a Mills, ain’t he? 


Butch heads out without saying goodbye. Corey, puffed up 
like a rooster, follows Butch outside. 

EXT. BAIT & TACKLE - DAY 

At the truck, Butch notices Corey's attitude. 


BUTCH 
Don't get carried away. 


Corey deflates. 


INT. BOATHOUSE - DAY 
In the boathouse, Butch pulls gear from the shelves. 


BUTCH 
First, you do exactly what I say, 
exactly how I say to do it. No 
questions, no whining or crying to 
your Grandmother. 


He hands Corey a rod. 
BUTCH (CONT'D) 


You screw up, you don’t work hard, 
it’s done. When I ask you something 


I expect an answer. It’s: "Yes, 
Sir. No, Sir. Or I-haven’t-got-a- 
clue, Sir." But you will respect me 


or we are done. 
He loads Corey down with three more rods. 


BUTCH (CONT'D) 
And no more of that spider-monkey 
leaping around or riding that bike 
like a maniac. You could hurt 
yourself, be out of the running 
before you even hit the water. 


Corey clenches his jaw. 
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BUTCH (CONT'D) 
I’m not going to put in all this 
time and have you blow it by acting 
like a circus clown. I see any of 
that and we are done. You got that? 


Butch pulls a tackle box down and waits for Corey's response. 


COREY 
Jeeze, man. I just want you to 
teach me to fish, I'm not joining 
the army. 


BUTCH 
It's up to you, Surfer Dude. It's 
my way or no way at all. Take your 
pick. 


Corey grunts. Butch throws him a sideways glance, filling 
the tackle with assorted lures and baits. 


BUTCH (CONT'D) 
What was that? 


COREY 
(begrudgingly) 
Yes, sir. 


Butch tosses a heavy tackle box at him, forcing Corey to drop 
his collection of rods in order to catch it. 


BUTCH 
At least you have good reflexes. 


EXT. PIER - DAY 


Corey reels line onto a rod. Butch, with Tucker on his 
heels, heads to the boat. 


COREY 
When do I get to fish? 


BUTCH 
Did you wind that on clockwise or 
counter clockwise? 


Corey looks up, stumped. 


BUTCH (CONT'D) 
Do it again. 


Butch whistles for Tucker, who hops onto the boat. 


BUTCH 
There’s some wood that needs to be 
stacked around the back of the 
house. 
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Butch starts the boat's engine. 


COREY 
Wait a second. Where are you going? 


BUTCH 
Tucker here wanted to fish. 


COREY 
You treat that dog better than your 
own family. 


BUTCH 
He never talks back. 


Butch zooms off with Tucker by his side, wagging his tail. 


EXT. MILLS HOUSE - DAY 
Butch kicks back on the front porch as Corey runs the mower. 


COREY 
Don’t you have a gardener? 


BUTCH 
We do now. 


He motions for Corey to get on with it. 


COREY 
What does any of this have to do 
with fishing? 


BUTCH 
Ask your grandmother. ‘Less I’m 
getting paid, can’t fish til the 
chores are done. House rule. 


COREY 
So why am I doing it? 


BUTCH 
You want me fresh for the lesson 
don’t you? You missed a spot. 


Butch points a tiny clump of grass. 


COREY 
You’re kidding right? That’s like 
two blades of grass. 


BUTCH 
Get it right and keep it right or we 
ain’t fishing. 


Butch walks off. Pissed, Corey starts the motor and goes 
over the spot he missed. 
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INT. COREY'S ROOM - DAY 


Butch and Corey enter his room. It’s a mess. The bed is 
unmade. Corey’s clothes are spread out all over the floor. 


BUTCH 
Your Dad let you get away with this 
at home? 

COREY 


Like he’s ever around to notice. 
Butch frowns. 


BUTCH 
From now on, you show some respect 
for your things. Your bed will be 
made and your room will be tidy or 
we don’t fish. 


Corey sighs, not thrilled. 


BUTCH (CONT’D) 
What was that? 


COREY 
Yes, sir. 


Tucker comes in and jumps on Corey’s bed. Corey strokes the 
dog’s head. 


COREY 
Maybe Tucker should enter the 
tournament. He knows more about 
fishing than I do. 


Butch smiles. 


BUTCH 
Yes, he does. But his casting could 
use some work. 


Corey smiles, unsure. 
BUTCH 


Clean these windows while you're at 
it and I'll see you at dawn. 


Corey looks at the expanse of windows, then realizes. 
COREY 
Wait. Does that mean we’re actually 
going to fish? 
Butch is already gone. 
COREY (CONT'D) 


Wait a second. Dawn? 
TIME CUT TO: 
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INT. CROW’S NEST - NIGHT 


Corey squirts down the last of the windows with Windex, 
cleaning it to perfection. His room is immaculate. He flops 
onto the perfectly made bed, exhausted. 

TIME CUT TO: PRE-DAWN 


What feels like minutes later, Butch stands at the end of the 
bed. Corey has not moved from the spot where he collapsed. 
Butch looks at the room, satisfied. 


BUTCH 
em. 


Up and at 
COREY 
(half-asleep) 
The only thing I get up this early 
for are waves. 
Butch tosses a glass of cold water on Corey's face. 


BUTCH 
Surf's up. 


Corey spits and sputters. 
BUTCH (CONT'D) 
If you're not dressed and on the 
boat in two minutes-- 
Corey drags himself out of bed. 
COREY 
We're done. I know. 


EXT. MILLS HOUSE - DAY 


Corey hustles off the porch, still pulling on his shoes. 
Janie waves them off, clutching a mug of coffee. 


JANIE 
Have fun, you two. 


ON THE BOAT 


Butch grumbles and starts the outboard motor. Tucker takes 
his place next to him on the seat. 


Butch pulls away, forcing Corey to leap onto the boat. 


BUTCH 
What? No back flip? 


Butch laughs as he floors the boat, forcing Corey to hang on. 
They zoom out as the dawn breaks. 
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EXT. BROKEN BOW LAKE - DAY 


As the sun rises in the distance, Butch lets the motor out. 
They speed across the water, wind in their hair and sun on 
their faces. Corey pumps his fist in the air. 


COREY 
Now, this rocks! 


Butch can't help but smile, a little. 


EXT. BROKEN BOW LAKE - DAY 


Corey sits on the bow of the boat, tying on a lure. Butch 
reclines in the back of the boat, nearly snoozing. Tucker 
sleeps beside him. 


COREY 
This sucks! 


Butch looks up from snoozing under his cap. 


BUTCH 
That wasn’t complaining was it? 


COREY 
No, this is complaining. I’ve mowed 
your lawn, stacked your lumber, 
organized your lures, scrubbed 
windows. It’s hot and I’m tired. 
When do we get to start fishing? 


BUTCH 
You already have. Stacking the 
lumber and sorting the lures, 
keeping your room tidy, that’s being 
organized. Bass won’t wait around 
til you remember where you left your 
favorite jig. 


COREY 
Cleaning the windows and mowing the 
lawn? How is that fishing? 


BUTCH 
That’s the most important part. 
When you’re out on the water 
everything’s a clue, flies landing 
on the water, two different kinds of 
grass growing in the same spot. A 
shift in the wind, a change in 
temperature, the nature of the 
light. You can’t catch a fish if 
you don’t pay attention to the 
details. Now, show me that World’s 
Fair Knot. 


COREY 
I’m almost there. 
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Butch starts to whistle an annoying version of the Jeopardy 


Theme Song. Corey tries to work harder, annoyed. 


COREY 
Here. 


Butch examines the work. 


BUTCH 
Slow and sloppy. Do it again. 


Corey rubs his sore fingers. 


COREY 
I've been doing this for hours. 


BUTCH 
You want to quit? I got better 
things to do with my time. Up to 
you? 


COREY 
No, sir. 





Corey snaps off the lure and starts again. 


BUTCH 
In a tournament, you’re on the 
clock. You can't waste time 
changing lures. Do it faster. 


CLOSE ON: COREY'S FINGERS tying a complicated set of wraps 


and twists. Finished, Corey holds up his work. 


COREY 
Now, that was fast. 


BUTCH 
No, that was fast. 


Butch reveals he has tied on three in the time it took Corey 


to do one. Corey slumps. 


COREY 
I know. I know. Do it again. 


He starts on another. Butch smiles. 


BUTCH 
It was slow, but it was good. 


Corey looks up, hopeful. Butch casts one of the rods they’ve 


just tied on out. 


BUTCH 
Fishing Rule number one is your 
hook’s gotta be in the water to 
catch a fish. 
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COREY 
Seriously? I can fish now? 


BUTCH 
That’s what we’re out here for. 


Corey casts out. Butch sits back, watching. 


TIME CUT TO: 


Corey casts and casts and casts as the sun is rising ever 
higher in the sky. He glances at the fish finder. 


COREY 
Doesn’t that thing tell you if there 
are fish down there? 


BUTCH 
Uh-huh. 
COREY 
Can we turn it on? 
BUTCH 
No. First you have to learn how to 


fish. 


Butch waves to a passing boat. Finally, Corey reels in his 
line, frustrated. 


COREY 
So, what am I doing wrong? 


BUTCH 
Fishing Rule Number Two: You don’t 
throw your hook in the water without 
a plan. 


COREY 
Now you tell me. 


Butch opens his tackle box, running his finger over a variety 


of lures. 


BUTCH 
You have to figure out what the fish 
you're after are eating. Then, you 
trick them into thinking what’s at 
the end of your rod is what they’re 
hungry for. 


He selects a crank-bait and ties it on. 


BUTCH 
But, first you’ve got to find where 
they’re at. 


Butch casts out. 
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COREY 
How do I do that? 


Butch nods to the clear, sunny sky. 


BUTCH 
Look around. Attention to detail. 
It’s summer and it’s hot. That 
means there’s not a lot of oxygen in 
the water. 


COREY 
Okay? 


BUTCH 
Bass clump together at the biggest 
bend of a underwater channel to suck 
up all that oxygen that isn’t up by 
the surface. 


COREY 
So they'll be hanging out low. 


BUTCH 
That’s the idea. Show me a lure 
that you can work deep. 


Corey takes a rod with a crank-bait tied onto it. 


BUTCH 
Now you’ve got a plan. 


Corey casts out. 


BUTCH 
Let it sink to the bottom. Then let 
out some line, let the current take 
it, then slowly bounce it along the 
bottom. 


Corey does as instructed. 


BUTCH 
That’s it. 


Butch smiles. Corey's line jerks. Tucker gets to his feet 
and barks. 


COREY 
Hey. Hey. I got something... 


Corey reels it in, excited. The line goes slack. Tucker 
flops back down, show over. 


COREY 
What happened? Where’d he go? 
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BUTCH 
Next time, when you feel that first 
tug. Set the hook. Like this. 


Butch demonstrates how to stick the hook. Corey listens and 
learns, intent and focused. 


BUTCH 
You'll get it. 


SOUND CUE: An amped up Banjo picking out a familiar “FISHING 
SHOW THEME SONG.” This quickly is taken over by a “current” 
rendition with guitars. 


NEAR AN OLD ROPE BRIDGE 
Butch watches Corey cast. 


BUTCH 
Let the reel do the work. Takes 
three thousand casts to win a 
tournament. It’s part smarts and 
part endurance. 


Corey tries again, as Butch demonstrated. 


BUTCH 
Better. But, why are you standing 
Sideways like that? 


COREY 
(beats me) 
I surf goofy-foot. Just feels 
natural, I guess. 


He throws a long, easy cast. His sideways stance allows for 
a big arc. The line zings way out there, a thing of beauty. 


BUTCH 
Goofy-foot. I like it. 


EXT. BROKEN BOW LAKE - DAY 


Late afternoon, Corey and Butch wait. Poised. Butch 
listens. The lake water is like glass; sunlight refracts 
across its calm surface. 


BUTCH 
Now, see those bugs lighting on the 
water. Wait for it. Hold on-- 


From still water the fish break the surface, making 
splattering sounds all around the boat. 


BUTCH (CONT’D) 
Now. Now. 
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Corey casts out, landing right on top of the active water. 
He gets a bite. 


BUTCH (CONT'D) 

That's a big fish. Keep the tension 
on. Keep the tip up. Nice and 
steady, now. Watch your drag. 
That's it. All the way to the boat. 
See him all the way down. 


Corey holds up a sizable fish, grinning from ear-to-ear. 
COREY 
Check it out! I caught one! I 
really caught one. 


BUTCH 
That is why we’re out here. 


COREY 
It’s just. Fishing is cooler than I 
thought it’d be. 
Butch weighs the fish. 


BUTCH 
Two and a half pounds. Not bad for 
your first catch. 


Corey smiles. 


BUTCH 
You may be a Mills yet. 


Butch frees the fish and they both cast out into the water. 
COREY 


Why didn’t you ever go pro? Like 
Tyler's dad? 


BUTCH 
I had a family to support. End of 
story. 

COREY 


Pretty ironic. You gave up your 
dream for my Dad and he doesn't even 
visit at Christmas. 


Butch ignores the comment, reeling in his line. 
COREY 
He’s never even seen me surf. I'm 
good at it. 


Butch rocks the boat. Corey wobbles, holding his arms out 
like a surfer for balance. He doesn’t fall. Butch laughs. 
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BUTCH 
I bet you are. 
Corey casts out. 
COREY 
I hope I don’t stink it up at the 
tournament. 
BUTCH 


That makes two of us. 
Trying to play it off like it doesn’t matter, Corey adds: 


COREY 
You going to be there? 


BUTCH 
Thought I might “check it out.” 


Corey smiles. 


COREY 
Cool. 


They gaze into the mellow sunset. It’s a nice moment. 


BUTCH 
What say we call it a day? 


Butch stows his rod. 


COREY 
Can I drive the boat back? 


BUTCH 
Don’t push it. 


INT. BOATHOUSE - DAY 


The heat of the day. Corey waxes the boat. Butch kicks back 
testing him on lures. 


BUTCH 
What about this one? 


Corey looks up. 


COREY 
I know that one. Don’t tell me. 


BUTCH 
Don’t worry. I won’t. 


COREY 
It’s a Texas-rigged worm? 
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BUTCH 
Used for? 


COREY 
Used for top water? 


BUTCH 
Weeds. It’s weighted to settle down 
in the weeds. 


COREY 
Right. Right. 


Janie enters with some iced tea. 


JANIE 
How are the lessons coming? 


COREY 
It’s harder than school. And I suck 
at school. 


BUTCH 
He’s doing fine. 


Corey tosses his towel and reaches for an iced tea. Butch 
bats his hand away. 


BUTCH 
Keep working. 


JANIE 
Butch, it’s a hundred degrees. 


BUTCH 
It’s good for him. He's used to all 
that mild California weather. Got 
to withstand the heat if he’s going 
to spend eight hours in competition. 


JANIE 
It’s a junior tournament, not the 
FLW. 


She ignores him and hands Corey a glass of tea. 


JANIE (CONT'D) 
Even POW’s get water breaks. 


Corey keeps working, double hard. 
COREY 
It’s okay. It will taste even 
better when I’m done. 


Janie stops by the door, watching Corey and Butch, turning 
something over in her mind. 
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INT. R&D DEPARTMENT, MILLS TECHNOLOGY - DAY 
David works on a small prototype. David’s phone RINGS. 


DAVID 
(into phone) 
Hi, Mom. Is everything okay? 


David steps to a quiet side of the laboratory. 


EXT. FRONT PORCH - SUNSET 
Janie sits on the porch railing, looking out over the lake. 


JANIE 
Corey’s entering the Junior 
tournament. It would mean the world 
to him if you came. 
INTERCUT : 


DAVID 
Did he say that? 


JANIE 
He’s been working real hard, David. 
Just like you did. 


DAVID 
Lot of good it did me. Red still 
always kicked my ass. 


JANIE 
Your dad was proud of you anyway. 


David scoffs, now he’s heard everything. 


DAVID 
Was he? 

JANIE 
He was there. Never missed a weigh- 
in. 

DAVID 


I just remember the pressure. And 
always coming up short. 


JANIE 
You're the dad now. If Corey comes 
up short, you could do it 
differently. 


DAVID 
Mom, isn’t the festival next week? 
There's no way. We're in the belly 
of the beast here. 
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JANIE 
There’s always a way, if it’s 
important enough to you. 


She hangs up. Disappointed. He hangs up. Disappointed in 
himself. 


EXT. MILLS HOME PLACE/PIER - DAY 


Tucker sleeps in the sun as Dale and Corey pitch stones into 
the water. Butch comes out carrying a tackle box. 


BUTCH 
What’s this? 


DALE 
Hi, Mr. Mills. I entered the 
fishing tournament. Corey and I are 
on the same boat. Isn't that great? 


BUTCH 
(not thrilled) 
I’m thrilled. Corey, let’s go. 


COREY 
I thought maybe Dale could go with 
us? He could use a few tips. 


BUTCH 
I don’t teach people to fish for 
free. 


Butch unties the boat and starts his engine. Corey has to 
take a running jump to get on in time before Butch takes off. 


COREY 
(calling out) 
Sorry, Dale! 


In the background, Janie looks up from tending her flowers. 
JANIE (CONT'D) 
That ornery so-and-so. 
(to Dale) 
Butch Mills is not the only one 
around here who knows how to catch a 
fish. 


She throws down her gardening gloves. 


EXT. SMALL COVE - DAY 


The boat is parked in a small cove. 
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BUTCH 
Now, on a day like today, early in 
the morning, they'll be feeding near 
the top. This would be a good spot 
to hit off the bat. 


Corey makes notes. 


BUTCH 
You'd be hard pressed to find a big 
one here, but you'll have a solid 
limit in your live well to improve 
on. 


COREY 
I want to land a big mother. A 
record. Blow Tyler right out of the 
water. Boom. 


BUTCH 
Fishing is not a contact sport. 


Corey frowns. 


COREY 
But, yesterday we were hitting two 
and three pounders across the lake-- 


Butch cuts him off, irritated. 


Corey sinks. 
out of line. 


Corey 


INT. 


Butch 
Janie 
fried 


nods, 


BUTCH 
You're not stupid. How long did it 
take for you to hit one of those? 
You don’t want to waste your time 
driving clean across the lake and 
come up with one keeper. 


Butch readies his rod, then realizes he’s been 


BUTCH 
(calm; near apologetic) 
First you get your limit, then as 
you land the big ones you trade up. 
Even a record catch doesn’t win a 
tournament on his own. You 
understand? 


reluctant. 


COREY 
Yes, sir. 


DINING ROOM - NIGHT 


and Corey enter, spent from fishing, to find Dale and 
eating at the dining room table. A fine spread of 
Catfish is laid out on the table. 
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BUTCH 
What’s all this? 


JANIE 
Just some Catfish Dale and I caught. 


DALE 
You should have seen her. Janie 
kicks butt. I think she must be 
part Native American. 


Corey sits at the only remaining plate. Butch frowns. 


BUTCH 
What about me? 


They all laugh. 


EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY 


TOWNSPEOPLE and TOURISTS line Main Street to watch the 
parade, which kicks off the Broken Bow Lake Festival. 


The COLOR-GUARD, a handful of aging Veterans in various 
uniforms, lead the procession. Spectators salute. 


Behind them the HIGH SCHOOL MARCHING BAND, now in full 
regalia, step in unison playing a John Phillip Sousa march. 


The band is followed by a John Deer tractor pulling a cart of 
Girl Scouts tossing candy to the crowd. 


A brigade of second and third grade SCHOOL KIDS ride bikes 
adorned with red, white and blue streamers in their spokes. 
Two ORNERY KIDS zoom out of formation, racing to the front to 
the protest of their CHAPERONE. 


BIKE CHAPERONE 
Billy Bob! James Joseph! Get back 
here! 


Three TRICK ROPERS on horseback amble behind, throwing lassos 
at spectators and a clown carrying the all important shovel. 


A cutting edge fishing boat is pulled down the street loaded 
with PROFESSIONALS from the FLW OUTDOOR TOUR. They throw 
trinkets to the crowd as they pass. 


Among the crowd, we find Corey and Dale. 


DALE 
You nervous about tomorrow? 


COREY 
That money is as good as mine. I’m 
all but outta here. 
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On the other side of the street, Corey sees Kelly and her 
friends finding a spot near the curb. Corey watches her. 
Dale notices. 


DALE 
God forbid you actually admit you 
like it here. 


IN THE PARADE 


RED MCCOY rides next to his wife on back of a convertible, 
waving to his adorning fans. A banner declaring “Red McCoy 
Broken Bow’s Favored Son” is draped across the car. Tyler 
drives. He HONKS at Kelly and her friends. Her friends 
SQUEAL. Kelly does not. Tyler spots Corey. 


TYLER 
(to Corey) 
You’re going down. 


ON THE SIDEWALK 


Seething, Corey watches Tyler drive on, determined to bring 
it at the tournament. 


EXT. BROKEN BOW LAKE - DAY 


Cows look through the fence at the on-goings in the lake's 
camp grounds. MEN IN COWBOY HATS carry a picnic table across 
the grass to join it up with another one. Women unload 
cooler after cooler of fried chicken, potato salad, drinks. 


A GRANDFATHER eases a huge watermelon into a tub of ice. A 
rope of screaming children weave in and out, knocking over a 
line of folding chairs. 


At the water's edge, little KIDS TOTING ZEBCO RODS cast off 

the dock as the tournament's participants ready their boats. 
In the 11-14 division, YOUNG BOYS and GIRLS are taken out in 
two's by an adult. 


A TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL gives them a run down of the rules to 
the older 15-17 division. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL 
We'll be circling the lake to check 
your progress. Good luck and be 
safe. You have twenty minutes until 
send-off. Let’s get your boats in 
the water. 


The participants head toward their boats. Tyler and his dad, 
RED MCCOY, find Butch and Corey. Red slaps Butch on the 
back. 


RED 
Butch Mills, aren't you a sight for 
sore eyes? How have you been? 
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BUTCH 
Red. 


RED 
(to Corey) 
I heard Butch has been teaching you 
how to fish? He's a fine teacher. 
Taught me a thing or two back in the 
day. Of course, a lot has changed 
Since then... 


Butch steers Corey back toward where the boats are parked. 
Red and Tyler follow. 


BUTCH 
Last time I checked water was still 
wet. 

RED 


I taught Tyler here everything he 
knows and now you two are competing. 


Tyler beams, proud. 


RED (CONT’D) 
Me and your Granddad never had a 
chance to go head-to-head. But I 
schooled your daddy a few times when 
I was about your age. 


COREY 
I’m not anything like my dad. 


Red smirks at Corey. 


RED 
(to Tyler) 
You're right. He is cocky. 


Butch has heard enough, he stops, looking at Red directly. 


BUTCH 
David must have given you a run for 
your money for you to still be 
talking about it all these years 
later. 


RED 
Be interesting to see who wins, my 
son or your grandson? 


BUTCH 
There are a lot of kids in this 
tournament. 


Corey climbs into the boat, starting to organize his gear. 
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RED 
Sure. Sure. Anybody could get 
lucky - as long as McCoy's higher on 
the leader board than Mills. Just 
like it’s always been. 


Tyler and Red head out to Tyler's boat. Corey shoots Butch a 
worried look. 


BUTCH 
Don't worry about them. Stick to 
the plan. Get your limit, then go 
after the prize fish. Don't panic 
if they aren't biting. Wait it out. 
Like we practiced. 


Dale runs up with his rods. DALE'S DAD, a clean cut native 
American with a sparkling smile, is with him. 


DALE 
Hey, Corey! You ready to catch some 
fish? 

COREY 
Yeah. 


Corey looks at all the brand new boats rigged with sonars and 
sound chirpers, growing more unsure by the second. 


DALE’S DAD 
Have fun out there. 


As they head off, Butch turns to Dale's Dad. 


BUTCH 
I hope you have insurance if that 
son of yours wrecks my boat. 


BARBECUE SHACK 


Kelly watches the junior anglers getting ready to launch as 
she helps her dad set up shop at a barbecue to-go stand. Her 
dad, Ron, is deep into firing up the smoker, she sees her 
opportunity. 


KELLY 
Dad, I’m going to the truck for more 
plates. 
She grabs her backpack and hurries toward the water. 
MARINA’S PIER 
Kelly hands Corey an embroidered “hillbilly chic” baseball 


cap - of her own styling. It’s masculine and cool. If Ed 
Hardy met Duck Dynasty. 
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KELLY 
Just in case you wanted to look like 
you fit in. 


Corey puts it on. Instead of breaking in the brim, he wears 
it like a surfer -- tilted slightly sideways, brim straight. 


COREY 
How do I look? 


She tweaks it on his head, but shakes her head. 


KELLY 
You almost pass for a redneck. 


COREY 
Thanks. I think. 


From his boat, Tyler witnesses the exchange. 


TYLER 
(to his buddy Jake) 
That hat’s probably the only thing 
he'll bring in today. 


A MAN WITH A BULLHORN addresses the idling line of boats. 


MAN WITH A BULLHORN 
Remember, each contestant gets equal 
time in the front of the boat. You 
must be at weigh-in by three o'clock 
or you will be penalized. Be safe 
out there. 


The official sounds a HORN, signalling send-off. The boats 
take off to different directions. Dale and Corey follow the 
pack, driving cautiously through the light fog. 


EXT. LAKE - DAY 


Corey and Dale drive into a dense fog. Corey cuts the motor. 
Dale looks around. 


COREY 
It never ends. I thought we'd drive 
through it by now. 


He studies the fish finder, not seeing anything. He motors 
on, Slowly. 


COREY 
I don’t know if they’re going to be 
shallow because there’s no direct 
light or deep because it’s cold out 
here? 
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DALE 
When fishing in a dense fog, my 
people always... 


Corey looks to Dale, annoyed. 


COREY 
What? Your people do what? Filla 
cavity? Pull a tooth? 


DALE 
We wait until the fog lifts. 


He digs into his bag and takes a bite of the pie. 


DALE 
Relax. I'll use my front of the 
boat time. I'm just here to check 
out the girls at the after party. 


Corey looks out into the dense fog, shaking his head. 


COREY (CONT'D) 
Stick to the plan, he says. Just 
great. 


A boat zooms up, cutting its motor just in time not to crash 
into them. It's Tyler and Jake. 


TYLER 
What's wrong? Your hunk-of-junk 
boat break down? 


COREY 
Get out of here, Tyler. This is our 
spot. 
Corey pulls out his rod. 
TYLER 


Oh, it looks like a great spot. 
Good luck, Rookie. 


Tyler’s boat speeds off. 


DALE 
I really want you to beat him. 


Corey hands Dale his rod. Dale throws out a line and snags 
something. 


DALE 
Hey... I got something. 


Corey eyes his line, suspicious. Through the fog we see a 
tree stump piercing the water. 


DALE 
Oh, man. I did it again. 
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Corey cuts the line. 


COREY 
Let’s get out of here. 


ACROSS THE LAKE 


Tyler and Jake are parked in a cove, casting at a fallen 
tree. Tyler catches a bite. The fish puts up a little 
fight, but Tyler knows what he’s doing. He works the fish 
in, not letting it get hung up on the tree. 


Tyler brings the fish onto the boat, admiring its girth. 


JAKE 
Nice catch! 


A TEAM OF GIRLS 


They may be dressed in pink, but these girls can fish. They 
both attack a spatter in the water, simultaneously hooking 
two fish. 


GIRL ANGLER 
(chomping gum) 
Awesome! 


AT THE MORNING SPOT BUTCH AND COREY FISHED EARLIER 
In contrast, Corey puts a small fish in the live-well. 


COREY 
That’s barely big enough to keep. 
Tyler’s going to laugh my ass right 
off the stage. 


DALE 
At least the fog burned off. 


Corey looks up at the sky, then checks the water. 


COREY 
There’s a spot on the other side of 
the lake that Butch and I fished 
when it was like this. We found 
some big fish there. That’s what we 
need. 


He starts to stow his gear. 


DALE 
I don’t know, Corey, we’re running 
out of time. They’re biting here. 
If we stay put at least we'll bring 
in a limit. You still need two more 
for your quota. 
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COREY 
I don’t play it safe. I play to 
win. 


Corey starts the motor. 


As they head ACROSS THE LAKE, they pass OTHER COMPETITORS 
heading back in, towards the check-in. 


ON TYLER’S BOAT anchored near the shore, Jake alerts Tyler to 
Corey’s boat heading deep into the lake. 


TYLER 
Where does he think he’s going? Any 
spots on that side will barely give 
him any time to fish. 


JAKE 
Pretty gutsy. 


TYLER 
Pretty stupid. 


AT THE UNDERWATER CHANNEL 
Corey casts out a crank bait, just as he did with Butch. 
COREY 


You just have to let it settle and 
then bump it... 


DALE 
This better work. 

COREY 
I know. 

DALE 


We've got to start heading back in 
less than an hour. That gives maybe 
a half an hour to fish, tops. 


COREY 
I know. Just be ready with the-- 


Just then, Corey’s line gets a tug. 


DALE 
Whoa. 


COREY 
Wait. Wait. And-- 


He sets the hook. Wham. And the fight is on. Dale is 
amazed to see the bend of Corey’s rod. 


DALE 
Dude, that’s bigger than the stump I 
hooked. 
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COREY 
This isn’t a stump. Get the net! 


Dale readies the net, but he's nearly more excited than 
Corey. Before the fish is out of the water Corey can tell 
that this is the catch of the day. He lifts a huge fish into 
his boat. 


DALE 
Sha-zam! 


Corey groans. 
COREY 
(smiling despite himself) 
Dude. 


Dale shrugs. Corey grins at his big keeper. 


COREY 
What’d I tell you? 


DALE 
You're still one shy of a limit. 


COREY 
Then let’s stop talking and fish. 


He casts out another crank bait. Dale follows. 
CUT TO: 


VARIOUS SHOTS FROM OTHER COMPETITORS: 


-Tyler and his partner add a fish to their live-well. 
Satisfied with their catch, they pack it up and head in. 


-A YOUNG GIRL loses a fish just as she was trying to bring it 
on the boat. 


-Another LOCAL TEEN reels one in hard. 

-Another fish is jerked from the lake. 

-Another is swooped up in a net. 

--Dale checks their clock; only 20 minutes remain. 
CHECK-IN POINT 


A giant timer counts down the time remaining before check-in. 
Only two minutes are left on the clock. 


ON THE LAKE 
Corey and Dale speed toward the check-in. 


DALE 
We're not going to make it. 
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Corey floors it driving faster. He eyes the gas gauge. 


COREY 
We'll make it, if we don’t run out 
of gas. 


Dale reacts, worried. The marina is in sight. The boat's 
motor starts to sputter. 


COREY 
Come on. Come on. 


ON SHORE Tyler watches them approach. 


TYLER 
They’re not going to make it. 


Butch waiting nearby looks from the tournament’s official 
clock to the boat, concerned. 


BUTCH 
Get there. 


ON THE WATER Corey’s boat passes between the buoys just as 
the clock expires. 


ON SHORE Butch sighs, relieved. Tyler shakes his head. 


TYLER 
Rookies. 


IN THE BOAT Corey and Dale high-five. 


EXT. PICNIC GROUNDS, LAKE BROKEN BOW - DAY 


A stage has been erected for the weigh-in. LOCALS gather at 
the foot of the stage or sit on picnic blankets to cheer on 
the competitors. 


OFFICIAL 
Tomorrow at the Expo we'll be having 
the 4-H live stock competitions 
starting at 8AM. Pie eating. Horse 
-shoe toss. All kinds of fun events 
are planned throughout the day. 
Pick up a schedule at the 
information booth. At the end of 
the week, the festival concludes 
with the first annual FLW Partners’ 
Open. See if you have what it takes 
to take on the best. But right now, 
we are about to start one of the 
finest traditions we have on Lake 
Broken Bow. The 40th Annual Junior 
Fishing Tournament. 


The crowd WHISTLES and APPLAUDS. Butch and Janie say hello 
to fellow townspeople as they take their place by the stage. 
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Kelly joins her girlfriends in the first row. 


Butch eyes Red who is sits across the aisle, also in the 
front row. Red tips his hat at Butch. Butch turns back to 
the stage. 


AROUND THE BACK OF THE STAGE 
A tournament ORGANIZER instructs the contestants to line up. 


TOURNAMENT ORGANIZER 
Anybody need ice? Additives? We 
don't want to lose any fish now. 


Tyler stops by Corey and Dale. 


TYLER 
Hope you had a good day, Rookie. 


COREY 
You sound worried. 


Tyler's nostrils flare. The Tournament Organizer approaches. 


TOURNAMENT ORGANIZER 
Tyler, as defending Champion, you're 
last to weigh in. Let's keep this 
line moving and get these fish back 
in the water as soon as possible. 


ON STAGE The first TEEN ANGLER brings a sack load of fish up 
to the scale. He pulls out two small fish. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL 
Is that all for today? 


The teen nods, disappointed. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL (CONT’D) 
That's okay, Son. Take your seat in 
the leader's chair. 
(to the audience) 
Can't say you'll be sitting there 
long, but we'll see. Let's hear it 
for him, Ladies and Gentlemen. 


The crowd cheers him on anyway. The teen smiles as his Mom 
rushes up to the stage to take a picture. 


The next teen angler, a SCRAWNY KID, has more luck, showing 
off an impressive limit catch. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL (CONT’D) 
He's caught a limit! Look at that. 
Pretty good size too. Well done. 


He takes his place in the leader's chair on a riser at the 
front of the stage. 
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TIME CUT TO: The SCRAWNY KID watches the next few 
competitors weigh-in, but he retains his lead. 


Corey approaches with his sack full of fish. 


In the audience, Red looks to Butch, flashing a confident 
smile. Butch turns to Janie. 


BUTCH 
I hope he creams Tyler McCoy. If 
for no other reason as to wipe that 
smug grin off Red’s face. 


Janie swats Butch’s shoulder. 


Ron and Carol, Wally and other familiar faces also watch the 
weigh-in. 


ON STAGE the Tournament Official weighs in Corey's fish. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL 
Welcome to the stage Corey Mills. I 
don't have to tell you who Corey's 
granddad is. The man has held the 
State Record for twenty years. 


The crowd applauds for Butch, who looks down embarrassed by 
the attention. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL (CONT'D) 
Let's see if Corey here can continue 
the family tradition of catching 
those big ones. Okay, Corey. Let's 
see your best catch. 


Corey reaches in and pulls out the whopper. The crowd goes 
wild. A FLASH from a camera pops. The crowd cheers. 


IN THE AUDIENCE Kelly whistles for him from the crowd. 
Wally, from the bait shop, slaps Butch on the back. 


WALLY 
He's a Mills, all right. 


ON STAGE Corey and Kelly's eyes meet in the crowd. He flicks 
his hat in thanks. She smiles. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL 
Let’s see what else you got. 


Corey puts the fish on the scale. 
TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL 
Okay, only four fish today. Let’s 
see if it’s enough. 


The Official studies the scale. He breaks into a smile. 
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TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL (CONT'D) 
Ladies and Gentlemen. I'm here to 
tell you... We've got ourselves a 
new leader. And this is his first 
tournament, folks. But that just 
goes to show you. Everybody has a 
chance. 


The Tournament Organizer moves Corey to the leader's chair. 
Corey smiles at Butch, who frowns. 
IN THE AUDIENCE Janie senses Butch’s disapproval. 


JANIE 
What’s wrong now? 


BUTCH 
He didn’t stick to the plan. 


ON STAGE 
Corey frowns, watching Butch head off through the crowd. 
Corey sees Red in the front row, grinning with confidence. 
Red nods to Corey and makes his way backstage. 
IN THE CONTESTANT'S LINE BACK STAGE 
Red joins Tyler in line. 
RED 
(re: Corey’s catch) 


You got that covered, don't you? 


TYLER 
I think so. 


RED 
You’d better. 


Tyler watches his dad leave, worried. Tyler looks down at 
his bag of fish. 
MONTAGE: CONTESTANTS WEIGH IN 
--Jake weighs in. Not good enough to upset Corey. 
--Dale weighs in. A good showing, but nowhere close to 
toppling Corey. As he leaves the stage, a CUTE GIRL in cut- 
offs approaches the scale. She smiles at Dale. 
CUTE GIRL 
Not bad, Dale. You going to the 
party later? 


Dale shoots Corey a "did you see that?" look. The girl hands 
her catch to the official. 
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--Janie finds Butch near the barbecue wagon. 


JANIE 
Butch, your grandson is still in 
that leader’s chair. 


BUTCH 
Good for him. 


JANIE 
Win or lose, you should be there. 


Butch frowns. 


JANIE 
The man I know and love doesn’t 
squander second chances. 


ON STAGE Corey remains in the leader’s chair. Butch and 
Janie take their seats. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL 
Well, it comes down to this, Folks. 
Will it be the newcomer or last 
year's champion, the son of top Pro- 
Angler Red McCoy? Let's hear it 
for... Tyler McCoy. 


Everyone applauds as Tyler approaches the scale. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL (CONT’D) 
You think you got him beat? 


TYLER 
I gave it my best. 


He throws a glance toward Red standing in the front row. 
Tyler pulls out a mighty big fish to show the crowd. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL 
This is going to be close, Ladies 
and Gentlemen. 


The Official calls Corey up to the scale. 
TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL (CONT’D) 
Corey, come on up here. Tradition 
has it that the two remaining 
competitors face-off at the scale. 
Corey and Tyler face each other. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL 
May the best angler win. 
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IN THE AUDIENCE 


Butch glances from Corey to Red, who stands at the foot of 
the stage. The Official weighs Tyler's first four fish. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL (CONT’D) 
That's not quite enough, Tyler. Do 
you have one more big fish to put on 
that scale? 


TYLER 
Yes, Sir. I do. 
(directed at Corey) 
I brought in a limit. 


The Official smiles, playing with the audience, drawing out 
the suspense. The crowd groans with anticipation. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL 
We're going to be looking at first 
and second place finishers here. 
That's for certain, but who will it 
be? 


The crowd yells at the official to get on with it, cheering 
and hollering. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL (CONT’D) 
Let's have your last fish. 


Tyler and Corey level their eyes at one another. The crowd 
grows quiet. 


Tyler glances at his Dad. Red offers no warmth, just a 
steely stare. Corey notes the exchange. You can almost 
taste Tyler's desire to win, to please his father. 


COREY 
Good luck. 


Tyler nods, trying to conceal his nerves. The Tournament 
Official reads the scale and whistles through his teeth. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL 
It's a squeaker. With only two 
ounces separating first and second. 
Your new champion is... The same 
champion from last year! Tyler 
McCoy! Winning one thousand dollars! 


Corey shakes Tyler's hand. 


COREY 
Good job, Tyler. 


Red bounds up on the stage, lifting his son's hand up into 
the air as the town applauds. Tyler grins from ear-to-ear. 
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RED 
(whispers in Tyler's ear) 
I don't know what you're so happy 
about. You almost lost to a rookie. 


Tyler crumples, crushed. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL 
Runner-up wins five hundred dollars. 
Congratulations, Corey Mills. 


Corey looks at the envelope amazed. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL 
If we could have all the kids who 
placed in the top ten, come up and 
pick up their prizes. 


The Official slaps Red on the back. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL 
It is now my honor to introduce the 
four time FLW Outdoors Tournament 
Champion, top five all-time money 
winner, Red McCoy. 


The locals go wild, cheering their home-town celebrity to the 
microphone. Red waves to the crowd, in his element. 


RED 
As you all know, the First Annual 
Partner’s Open will close this 
year’s lake festival. The good 
people at FLW Outdoors sent me down 
here to encourage everyone who 
thinks they got the stuff to sign 
up. See if you have what it takes 
to go up against the best and bring 
home the big prize. 


The crowd applauds. Red signals for them to simmer down. 


RED 
But, this weigh-in got me to 
thinking... 


He nods towards Wally and the gang from the bait store. 


RED 
I know a lot of you boys around 
Dot’s and down at Wally’s have 
debated who was the best angler out 
of our lake for years. Some think 
it’s the state record holder and 
others are more inclined to throw 
their support in my direction. 
Well, now’s your chance to find out, 
Broken Bow. What do you say, Butch? 
I'll take Tyler as my partner. 
(MORE ) 
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RED (CONT'D) 
Are you and your grandson ready for 
a showdown? Settle this little 
rivalry we've had once and for all? 


The crowd applauds, starting to chant encouragement: Show 
down. Show down. 


Butch glares at Red, then pushes his way through the crowd. 
ON STAGE Tyler smiles at his dad, stoked by the news. 


TYLER 
Dad, this is so cool. 


RED 
You'd better step up your game. 


Red moves to the edge of the stage to shake hands with his 
fans. Tyler blinks, worried. 


Kelly, having witnessed the entire exchange, looks on with 
sympathy. Corey joins her. 


KELLY 
I’ve got to help my Dad pack up. 
See you at the party later? 


As everyone disperses, meeting up with their parents. 
Showing off their prize or being consoled about their lose, 
Dale joins Corey and Kelly. 


DALE 
This is huge. Think Butch will go 
for it? 
Corey watches Butch’s truck pull out of the parking lot. 
COREY 
(pissed; disappointed) 
I doubt it. He just left. 
INT. HOUSE PARTY CABIN - NIGHT 


COUNTRY MUSIC and CHATTER fill the room. The LOCAL KIDS 
swarm Corey to hear about his day on the water. 


On the screened-in back porch, Kelly spots Tyler sitting by 
himself on the dryer, drinking from a plastic cup. 


KELLY 
Congrats on the win. 


Tyler stares past her. 
KELLY 


I heard what your dad said. He’s a 
jerk, Tyler. You deserve better. 
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TYLER 
I guess that’s not your problem 


anymore, is it? 


He nods towards the door. 


TYLER 
Your boyfriend’s here. 


Kelly turns to see Corey with Dale. 


TYLER 
I heard the only reason he entered 
the tournament was to win enough 
money to get the hell out of here. 


Kelly blinks, this is obviously news to her. 


TYLER 
Don’t think you’re going to be able 
to come back to me after he’s gone. 


Tyler slams open the screen door and disappears. Corey 


appears at Kelly’s side. 
COREY 
You okay? 


Kelly nods. 
KELLY 
Let’s get out of here. 


EXT. THE CLIFF, LAKE - NIGHT 


Corey and Kelly kick back on the tail of Kelly’s pick-up 
looking out at the moonlit lake. 


KELLY 
Are you really leaving town? 


COREY 
That’s always been the plan. 


KELLY 
Plans can change, can’t they? 


They meet eyes. 


COREY 
Well, I guess maybe I could wait 
until the end of the summer. Take 
off before my dad comes back-- 


KELLY 
Then you could fish in the 
tournament with Butch? 
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COREY 
Didn’t seem like he was into the 
idea-- 

KELLY 


Talk to him. I’m sure he’s gonna- 
He leans over to kiss her. She pulls away. 


KELLY 
I think we should take it slow. 


Their eyes meet, he kisses her anyway. She melts into him. 


INT. BOATHOUSE - DAY 


Butch readies his boat, stowing gear and supplies. Tucker 
greets Corey as he enters with the partners tournament 
application. Butch pointedly ignores him. 


COREY 
Look, I know I blew it. I didn’t 
stick to the plan, but you didn’t 
have to take off like that. 


BUTCH 
How they were biting yesterday, you 
could have caught a limit easy. But 
you went to the far side of the lake 
to land that big fish. As soon as I 
saw him, I knew what you’d done. 


Corey nods. 


COREY 
So, you didn’t have to bail. 


BUTCH 
You either do things right or 
they’re wrong. 


Butch returns to his carving. Corey stares at Butch, 
betrayed, angered. 


COREY 
You promised you'd be at the weigh- 
in and you left. How wrong is that? 
Butch stops his work. Corey stops at the door, adding: 


COREY 
I thought we had something special. 


BUTCH 
Wait. Come back here! 


Butch hops off the boat, frustrated with himself. Butch 
takes the application for the partner’s tournament. 
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BUTCH 
Why do you want to fish in this 
thing? Not because Red McCoy-- 


COREY 
No. 
Corey looks down. 
COREY 
I wanted another chance to make you 


proud. 


Butch swallows, this statement hits him in the heart. Corey 
turns to go. 


BUTCH 
Wait. 
Corey stops. 
BUTCH 
Truth is... I’ve been waiting twenty- 


five years to take Red McCoy down. 
There’s no way he’s beating us on 
our lake. 


Corey beams. He spontaneously hugs Butch. 


COREY 
Yes! 

BUTCH 
Alright. Calm down. It’s just 
fishing. 


EXT. BOATHOUSE - DAY 


Pumped up, Corey and Butch exit the boathouse to find David 
getting out of a rental car. Upon seeing him, the wind is 
knocked from their sails. 


Janie runs down the porch steps to greet her son. 


JANIE 
David! When you weren’t at the 
weigh-in, I didn’t think you were 
coming. 


DAVID 
I tried to be here in time, but a 
storm hit Dallas. All the flights 
were cancelled. 


Corey stares at him, unsympathetic. 


JANIE 
You hungry? How long can you stay? 
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He pulls plane tickets out of his pocket. 


DAVID 
Not long. I’m taking Corey to 
Florida. 

BUTCH 


Squeezed some time in your busy 
schedule for your son, did you? 


Janie shoots Butch a stern look. 


JANIE 
(to David; congratulatory) 
You finished your project! That’s 
wonderful, David. 


DAVID 
Not quite-- I’ve got a meeting. 
(to Corey) 
But I thought you’d like to come 
along-- 
COREY 


You always do this! You come in and 
think you can fix everything. But 
you don’t even know what’s going on. 


Corey grabs his bike. 


COREY 
(to Janie) 
I’m going into town. 


He takes off. David watches him go. 


DAVID 
That didn’t go so well. 


BUTCH 
He had his heart set on a fishing 
tournament. Maybe if you paid more 
attention to what your son needs- 


DAVID 
If that’s not the pot calling the 
kettle black. 


JANIE 
Stop it. Both of you. 
BUTCH 
No, Janie, he needs to hear this. 


(to David) 
You already let your marriage slip 
away. And you’re about to lose your 
son, too-- 
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DAVID 
No! You don’t get to comment on my 
life. You don’t even know me. 


BUTCH 
And whose fault is that? 


DAVID 
I used to let this upset me, but now 
I get it. Anything you don’t 
understand is automatically wrong. 
Dismissed. Round is round and 
square is square and that’s all 
there is to it. 


BUTCH 
Damn straight. 


Butch heads into the boathouse and slams the door. 


David watches him go, speechless. Janie bites her lip, 
wishing she could erase the last five minutes of time. 


DAVID 
You see why I don’t come back? 


She strokes David’s shoulder. 


JANIE 
You're so alike. 

DAVID 
That’s the problem. We’re nothing 
alike. 

JANIE 


You’re both men who love their sons 
and don’t know how to reach them. 


David softens, looking back towards the boathouse. 


INT. DOT’S DINER - NIGHT 


The dinner crowd fills the tiny diner. Corey sits ata 
booth, by himself. Kelly, in her waitress uniform, slides in 
across from him. 


KELLY 
What are you doing here? 


KELLY’S MOM 
(to Kelly) 
Order's up. 


Kelly’s Mom, busy at the cash register making change, nods at 
a four-top waiting for their food. 
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COREY 
My Dad’s here to get me. 


Kelly’s Mom gives her a stern look from the register. 


KELLY 
I get out of here in an hour. Meet 
me at The Cliff. Okay? Don’t do 
anything crazy. Promise? 


Corey nods. She sneaks a quick kiss, then hurries to grab 
the order. 


INT. BOATHOUSE - NIGHT 


Butch rifles through his work bench, finding the Aspirin. He 
struggles with the cap, then slams the drawer, still angry. 
The partner’s application flies off the table. 


BUTCH’S POV: THE APPLICATION BLURS 


Butch puts the application down, grabbing the table to stable 
himself. Struck with a shooting pain, he clutches his head 
in agony. 


Tucker starts barking like crazy. The dog runs from Butch to 
out the door and back to Butch. 


David enters in time to see Butch collapse to the floor. 


DAVID 
Dad? Dad! 
CUT TO: 


EXT. THE CLIFF - NIGHT 


Kelly and Corey sit on the bluff over looking the lake. 
Corey tosses rocks into the water, pissed. 


COREY 
I can’t go back with him. Maybe I 
should just take off. Go to Mexico 
like I planned. 


KELLY 
Come on, Corey. You pretend like 
you don’t need anybody or anything, 
but you’re not that guy anymore. 
You care. 


Corey looks away, uncomfortable. 


81. 


KELLY 
Listen, the reason I don’t want to 
go to New York or Hollywood, isn’t 
because I don’t think I’m good 
enough. It’s because I like it 
here. This is my home. It’s a part 
of me and it’s become a part of you. 
No matter how bad everything else 
is, you do have a home. You have 
Broken Bow. 


She slides her arms around his waist, but he pulls away. 


COREY 
You don’t get it. You have this 
perfect little family, in your 
perfect little town, but my mom took 
off. She split. And my dad got 
stuck raising me. It’s like I 
ruined his life. Okay? So, I’m 
sorry, Kelly. But I am that guy. 
Just stay away from me. 


He takes off on his bike. 


EXT. MILLS PROPERTY, TWO-LANE ROAD - NIGHT 


Corey rides back toward the house. As he approaches the 
driveway, an ambulance appears sirens BLARING. 


Corey looks back toward the house, worried. Ina flash, he’s 
got his bike turned around and he’s racing to follow the 
ambulance. 


INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR - NIGHT 


Janie stands outside a hospital room door, wringing her hands 
with worry. David leans against the wall. The DOCTOR comes 
out, alerting them both. 


DOCTOR 
His blood pressure was off the 
chart. That’s why he blacked out. 
(to Janie) 
He’s never been prescribed 
medication for this? 


Janie shakes her head. 


JANIE 
He’s had headaches for years, but 
Butch hasn’t been to the doctor 
Since he was born. 


DOCTOR 
We're going to need to keep him here 
until he stabilizes. 
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JANIE 
Can we see him? 


The doctor nods. 


DOCTOR 
He’s lucky we caught this in time. 


He gives them a reassuring smile and heads down the hall. 


DAVID 
You mind if I go in alone for a 
minute? 


Janie smiles and squeezes his arm. 


INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - CONTINUOUS 
David enters to find Butch attached to a heart monitor. 


BUTCH 
(not thankful) 
I guess I have you to thank for 
being here. 


DAVID 
How is it possible that you’ve never 
been to a doctor? That's nuts. 


BUTCH 
That’s your problem, David. You 
always focus on the wrong details. 


DAVID 
What does that mean? 


BUTCH 
You should be making things right 
with your son, not here fussing over 
me. 


DAVID 
Exactly how am I supposed to do 
that, Dad? He won’t even talk to 
me. All he cares about is the 
fishing tournament. 


BUTCH 
When you were his age all you wanted 
to do was win the junior tournament. 
You worked on it all year to get 
ready. 


DAVID 
Yeah. 


BUTCH 
Why? 


DAVID 

Because it was fun? I don’t know-- 
BUTCH 

Yes, you do. 
DAVID 


It was just something to do. Like 
Corey and his surfing, or trick 
riding. I was a kid. Kids do 
stuff. 


BUTCH 
Why did you work so hard, David? 
Why did you keep trying year after 
year? 


DAVID 
Because I wanted to win. 


BUTCH 
(agitated) 
Why did you want to win? Damn it. 


David shoots a worried look at the heart-monitor. 


DAVID 
Because I wanted to make you proud. 
That’s why. I wanted to look out in 
the crowd and see you looking back 
at me. I wanted you to think I was 
the best. 


BUTCH 
And that’s why Corey surfs in 
competitions. That’s why he wants 
to fish in the tournament. He 
thinks he wants to make me proud, 
but it’s you that he needs. Not 
some broken down, fill-in who never 
got it right with his own son. 


David looks at Butch, shocked by his candor. 


BUTCH 
I know what you’re doing wrong, 
because I did it myself. I thought 
you knew. I thought working hard to 
put food on the table, giving up 
tournaments to save for your 
college, I thought that said it all. 


DAVID 
I never knew you did that. You 
always said tournaments ruined the 
sport. 
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BUTCH 
I’m sure I said a lot of things. 
But, what I should have said was 
that I was proud of you. 


Corey bursts into the room and rushes over to the bed. Janie 
follows. 


JANIE 
Corey-- 


COREY 
Are you okay? What happened? 


BUTCH 
I’m fine. In fact, grab my clothes 
so we can get out of here. 


Janie pushes him back down onto the bed. 


JANIE 

They’re keeping him until his blood 
pressure settles down. 

(to Butch) 
And that’s final. 

(to Corey) 
I’m sorry, Corey, but Butch can’t 
fish tomorrow. 


COREY 
Yeah. I get it. I’m just glad 
you're okay. 


Butch looks from Corey to David. 


BUTCH 
Just because I’m being held 
prisoner, doesn’t mean the Mills 
family can’t be represented. 


COREY 
I can’t go out there alone, it’s a 
partner’s tournament. Dale’s 
fishing with his Dad. 


BUTCH 
And you can fish with yours. What 
do you say, David? You and Corey? 
I think it’d be good for you to go 
out on the lake together. 


COREY 
What? No way! We wouldn’t have a 
chance-- 

DAVID 


Hey. I wasn’t so bad. 


COREY 
When was the last time you fished? 
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DAVID 
It's like riding a bike, right? 


COREY 
When was the last time you rode a 
bike? 


Janie smiles at Butch. 


JANIE 
I think it’s a wonderful idea. 


BUTCH 
Stick to what I taught you, and 
you'll do just fine. 


EXT. BROKEN BOW - EARLY MORNING 


A NATIONAL GUARD COLOR GUARD performs the National Anthem as 
the sun rises over the lake. At the mouth of the marina, 
sportscaster JASON HARPER addresses a television camera. 


JASON HARPER 
Day one of the first ever FLW 
Partners Open. We're getting ready 
for send-off and we've got quite a 
turn out. 


Jason nods to the full marina with rows upon rows of boats 
ready to take off. Anticipation fills the air. 


JASON HARPER (CONT'D) 
What is great about an open event is 
that anybody could win. What these 
amateurs are out there to do today 
is to prove they've got what it 
takes to be back here tomorrow when 
only the top ten teams make the cut. 


ON THE WATER’s edge, the anglers ready their boats for the 
launch, eyeing each other. 


IN THE MILLS’ BOAT, David flips on the fish finder and the 
GPS. Corey looks out over the competition. Dale and his Dad 
pull up in and brand new boat. An advertisement for his 
dental practice is on the side of the boat named the “Bright 
Smile.” 


COREY 
Whoa. Your Dad bought a boat? 


DALE 
He was inspired by my 10th place 
finish. How’s Butch? 


COREY 
(not thrilled) 
Crazy. He convinced my Dad to fish 
with me. 


86. 


DALE 
Good luck. 


COREY 
Yeah. We'll need it. 


The OFFICIAL tells the competitors to get ready. Everyone 
idles their motors, puts on their game faces. 


In the next row of boats, Tyler spots David in Butch’s boat. 


TYLER 
(loud enough to be 
overheard) 
Look, Dad. Guess Butch Mills knew 
he didn’t have a chance after all. 


David holds Corey back from jumping into their boat. 


DAVID 
Let it go. Only thing that matters 
is who brings in more fish. 


David points to Red, letting him know, “It’s on.” Red grins, 
accepting the challenge. 


The STARTER calls for the boats to take off. Boats motor off 
in all directions. 


CUT TO: 
VARIOUS COMPETITORS 


--At the mouth of a river run off, two boats’ MEN argue over 
who got there first. 


--Near the shoreline, we see a COUPLE OF PROS work off the 
front and back of the boat, in focused concentration. 


--Anchored near some reeds, a TEAM OF ASIAN ANGLERS from 
Japan have located a hot spot. They snag two fish, bam, bam. 


--ON THE MILLS BOAT Corey studies the fish finder in silence. 


COREY 
Okay, here’s the plan. We’re 
fishing top water. Try to land next 
to that structure over there. And 
stay out of my way. Think you can 
do that? 


David grabs a rod and zings the line, landing it perfectly at 
the far side of the structure. 


DAVID 
Like that? 


David jiggles the lure perfectly across the water. He gets a 
little hit, sets the hook and pulls the fish to the surface. 
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DAVID 
What’d I tell you? Just like riding 
a bike. 


Corey frowns at the tiny fish and casts toward the dead tree. 


COREY 
With training wheels maybe. 


David throws the small catch back. 


NEAR A ROCK STREWN BANK 
As the sun grows high in the sky, Red gets a bite. 


RED (CONT'D) 
See there? This is what I'm talking 
about. That's a winner. Oh, it's a 
beauty, I can feel it. 
(barking at Tyler) 
Get the net ready. 


Tyler fumbles it, causing Red to lose the fish. 


TYLER 
Sorry, Dad. 


Pissed, Red shakes his head. 


RED 
Get it together, Son. 


Ashamed, Tyler casts off the side of the boat. 

AT ANOTHER SPOT 

One of the WAL-MART TEAM, a hulk of a fisherman with long 
stringy hair, jerks a huge fish from the water. His PARTNER, 
a slim, good ole-boy with a mischievous smile, turns to the 
CAMERA CREW filming the tournament from a second boat. 


WAL-MART TEAM MEMBER 
How sweet is that? 


The hulk holds the fish out to the camera. 
ACROSS THE LAKE 


Corey measures a small Bass on their catch board. It’s 
barely legal, he tosses it in the live-well. 


DAVID 
They’re biting. Too bad they’re 
minnows. Maybe we should move on? 


COREY 
Butch says you don’t leave fish to 
find fish. 
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Corey snags something. 


DAVID 
We're up against pros. We're going 
to have to do better than this. 


David’s cell phone RINGS, igniting Corey’s anger. 


DAVID 
Sorry, I thought it was off. 


He turns off the phone. 


COREY 
Sure. You may have fooled Butch, 
but I know there's no way you'll 
stick around for the whole 
tournament. Something always comes 


up. 
Frustrated, David casts, zinging his line out hard. 


DAVID 
I know I haven’t had the best track 
record lately. 


COREY 
Lately?! 


DAVID 
I can’t change the past, Corey. 
But, from now on, if I say I’m going 
to be there, I'll be there. 


David's line gets a hit, but he’s so focused on Corey he 
doesn’t notice. 


DAVID 
Deal? 

COREY 
Dad- 

DAVID 


It doesn't mean I don't want to be 
there. I do. 


COREY 
Dad! Your line. 


David's reel starts to spin, the fish running with the line. 
David jumps into action. 


DAVID 
Whoa. This one’s big. 


COREY 
Keep your tip up. 
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DAVID 
I know. 


COREY 
Watch your drag. 


DAVID 
I know! 


David reels it in. Corey grabs the net, scooping the fish 
out of the water. It’s a beauty. David lets out a whoop, 
holding the fish up. 


COREY 
Now, that’s a fish! 


Corey gives his Dad a high five. As their hands collide it 
hits them both that this has been a nice moment. David puts 
the fish in the well. 


Unsure, Corey retreats, throwing his line back in the water. 
David smiles, understanding. This isn’t going to be an 
instant fix. He does the same. 


David sneaks a look at his son, feeling hopeful about their 
relationship for the first time. 


DAVID 
I’m glad we’re doing this. 


Corey nods and casts out again. 


INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY 


Butch finishes getting dressed. Janie puts his odds and ends 
into a small bag. The doctor watches, none-too-pleased. 


DOCTOR 
Mr. Mills, I can’t recommend 
releasing you. Your blood pressure 
has only been stable for-- 


Butch shoves a release form back at the doctor and exits. 
Janie follows, adding: 


JANIE 
We really appreciate all that you’ve 
done. 


EXT. BROKEN BOW LAKE - DAY 


Corey culls a fish from their live well in order to trade for 
a bigger catch. David casts toward a submerged tree. 


DAVID 
Do the kids still jump off The 
Cliff? 
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David casts out, too. 


COREY 
Yeah. 


Corey smiles, shaking his head. 


COREY 
It’s so weird that you grew up here. 
You know? 


DAVID 
It was a lifetime ago. 


David reels in his line, carefully avoiding getting hung up 
on the trees. 


COREY 
Did you ever take Mom here? To 
Broken Bow, I mean? 


David frowns. 


DAVID 
Once. It didn’t go so well. 


Corey casts again. 


COREY 
Why did she split? I mean, it was 
me, right? She couldn’t handle 
being a mom, so she dumped it on 
you? 


DAVID 
Hey, Corey. Hold on. You were just 
a baby, how could that be your 
fault? 


Corey shrugs. 


DAVID 
Her issues... her problems... they 
had nothing to do with you. You 
understand me? 


Corey nods. 


COREY 
You loved her, though, right? 


DAVID 
With everything I had. But, 
sometimes, no matter how hard you 
try, you come up short. I had to 
own that and move on. For both our 
sakes. 


Corey looks down, absorbing this. 
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DAVID 
And you weren’t dumped on me. I 
fought for you. Of all the things 
I’ve got wrong, that’s the one thing 
I got right. 


Tears brim in Corey’s eyes. 


DAVID 
I love you. And I always will. 


David pulls Corey into a hug. Corey hugs him back. 


INT. CONVENTION CENTER ARENA - NIGHT 


The convention center's arena is sold out with avid fishing 
fans. Brand new, shiny boats line the stage. 


Television cameras film the competition. Fishing legend, 
HANK PARKER, takes the stage commanding everyone's attention 
with his warm smile. 


HANK PARKER 
Welcome everybody to the First 
Annual Team Championship Open from 
the picturesque Lake Broken Bow in 
Broken Bow, Oklahoma. We've got 
plenty of local teams entered in the 
competition and they’re going head- 
to-head against your favorites from 
the FLW Outdoor tour. 


Jason Harper, the broadcaster from earlier, joins him on 
stage to the cheers of the crowd. 


JASON HARPER (CONT’D) 
What's great about this sport, Hank, 
is that anyone can do it. It 
doesn't matter what size you are. 
Man, woman or child. You can fish. 


HANK PARKER 
And you can win big money. 


The CROWD applauds as a montage of oversized checks made out 
for hundreds of thousands of dollars, confetti and silver 
trophies plays on the large screens on stage. 

INT. BACKSTAGE, ARENA - NIGHT 

In the line backstage, the ANGLERS wait to weigh-in. 


Red and Tyler are two teams ahead of Corey and David. Tyler 
eyes Corey. Corey stares back at him, unflinchingly. 
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WAL-MART TEAM MEMBER 
(to David) 
I heard you’ve got some kind of 
local rivalry playing out here. 


Red turns, grinning. 


RED 
I only wish Butch could have made 
it. We already know what it feels 
like to beat you two. 


David smiles, playing it off. He then turns to Corey. 


DAVID 
I never liked that guy. 


Corey and David bump fists. 


INT. CONVENTION CENTER ARENA - NIGHT 


First to weigh-in are two FLW ANGLERS from the Wal-Mart team. 
They approach the scale wearing their sponsors jerseys, 
Nascar style. 


JASON HARPER 
First to weigh-in we have an FLW 
Favorite, from the Wal-Mart team, 
Adrian Daniels and Paul Anthony. 


Everyone applauds. Their catch is poured into the scale. 
Only three fish swim around in the glass tank. 


HANK PARKER 
Teams can bring in a total of five 
fish. But, you only found three. 


FLW ANGLER 
We missed a lot of opportunities out 
there. 


JASON HARPER 
That’s fishing. I doubt that’s 
going to be enough to get you into 
the finals tomorrow. But for now, 
you’re on the leaderboard. 


Hank and Jason share a smile, ushering them off stage. 


INT. CONVENTION CENTER ARENA - NIGHT 
MONTAGE: CONTESTANTS WEIGH-IN 


The top ten slots fill up on the leaderboard. After each 
weigh-in, the names change. 
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TWO PROs throw up a big number, they show their best two 
catches to the crowd. 


BACKSTAGE Tyler and Red are up next. They look at the number 
on the top of the leaderboard, worried. 


Corey and David are also uneasy. 
ON STAGE Dale and his dad weigh-in. 
JASON HARPER 
This was your first tournament, 


right? 


DALE 
Yes, sir. 


HANK PARKER 
Only the one catch? 


DALE 
Well, I hooked some really big 
stumps. 
The audience laughs. 
BACKSTAGE Corey smiles, shaking his head at the monitor. 
ON STAGE Hank directs the commentary to Dale’s Dad. 


HANK PARKER 
That's pretty rough-- 


DALE’S DAD 
It beats giving a root canal. 


Dale holds up a nice sized fish, getting a cheer from the 
crowd. 


HANK PARKER 
Better luck next time. 


MONTAGE: The Asian Pros hold up their best catches to the 
audience. 


The leaderboard changes. 


Hank waves up another team. The crowd APPLAUDS. 


IN THE AUDIENCE 


Butch and Janie arrive, squeezing their way to the front of 
the stage. The LOCALS, a row of familiar faces, make room. 
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INT. BACKSTAGE, ARENA - NIGHT 


The line of contestants moves forward, the cut on the 
leaderboard is now twenty pounds. 


HANK PARKER (0.S.) 
And now here's a tournament 
favorite. From the FLW Tour Red 
McCoy and his son Tyler. 


Red and Tyler take the stage. Red waves to his cheering 
fans, as comfortable as a pig in mud. 


BACK STAGE David and Corey watch the leaderboard, worried. 


INT. CONVENTION CENTER ARENA - SAME TIME 
Five nice-sized fish swim in the glass scale. 


JASON HARPER 
Twenty-three pounds, six ounces. 
With less than ten teams left to 
weigh-in. 


The crowd cheers as Red and Tyler’s score moves up the 
leaderboard, putting them into first place. 


HANK PARKER 
That's not only good enough to 
guarantee a spot in the final. That 
puts you into first place! 


RED 
It’s just so nice to be back home, 
fishing with my son. 


The crowd eats it up with a spoon. As they make their way 
off stage, Red tells Tyler. 


RED 
(to Tyler) 
This is why I’m so hard on you, Son. 
One day these people will be here to 
see you. 


Red encourages Tyler to wave at the audience. 
BACKSTAGE, as Corey and David wait to be called up on stage. 


COREY 
Twenty-three pounds! 


DAVID 
There’s always tomorrow. All we 
have to do is get in the top ten. 


Corey eyes the leaderboard, as the team in front of them make 
it into seventh place. 
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COREY 
That’s what I’m worried about. 


A STAGE HAND motions for Corey and David to go up. 


STAGE HAND 
Hand your catch to Jason and stand 
on the marks next to the scale. 


David and Corey make their way onto the stage. 


COREY'S P.O.V Bright stage lights, hot white, cool blues and 
reds. A blur of cheering faces in the audience. A TV camera 
pans across on a robotic arm. 


ON STAGE, Hank Parker greets them with a smile. They find 
their marks. 


HANK PARKER 
This next team comes from right here 
in Broken Bow. Your father and 
grandfather, Butch Mills, holds the 
State Record. 


DAVID 
That’s right. 


JASON HARPER 
Originally, Butch was signed up to 
fish in this tournament, but due to 
an injury you stepped in. 


DAVID 
And I’m glad I did. 


HANK PARKER 
We'll we're happy to see Butch here 
in the audience to root his family 
on. 


A spotlight finds Butch in the audience. David and Corey 
react surprised. 


Jason Harper nods to David and Corey that it’s time for them 
to weigh-in. 


JASON HARPER 
Let’s see how you did. 


Jason pours their first three fish onto the scale. 


JASON HARPER 
After three fish, you’re going to 
need another nine pounds to make it 
into the top ten. That’s a pretty 
tall order. Did you bring in any 
more fish? 
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David and Corey hand Jason their bag, the tension mounting in 
the audience. Jason looks in, no reaction. He milks it. 
Then breaks into a smile. 


JASON HARPER 
Yes, they did! 


HANK PARKER 
Let’s see if it’s enough. 


The crowd goes quiet. Everyone waits to see if they've 
pulled it off. 


JASON HARPER 
It's going to be close. Let the 
scale settle. 


IN THE AUDIENCE 
Janie squeezes Butch’s arm. 
BUTCH 
Come on. I know they got it. I 
know it. 
She smiles at him. On the other side of the audience, Kelly 
crosses her fingers. Everyone from Broken Bow are on the 
edge of their seats. 
JASON HARPER (CONT'D) 
Looks like you're fishing tomorrow. 
That’s good enough to move you to 
fourth place. 
In the audience, Butch jumps to his feet. 


BUTCH 
Yes! We’re in the game! 


ON STAGE David and Corey high five. 


JASON HARPER 
Show us your two best fish! 


David and Corey reach into the tank and each pick up two 
large Bass. Holding them up for the audience. 


David smiles at Butch in the audience. Butch nods, 
approvingly. 


CLOSE ON: THE LEADERBOARD Corey and David are in 4th place. 
Everyone swarms them as they leave the stage. 


Corey looks for Kelly in the audience, but doesn’t see her. 
Dale comes up, slapping Corey on the back. 


COREY 
Have you seen Kelly? 
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Dale shakes his head. Corey frowns, disappointed. 


EXT. CONVENTION CENTER ARENA - NIGHT 


Janie stops to chat to some friends as Butch meets David and 
Corey at the boat. 


BUTCH 
Nice catch today. 


DAVID 
Dad, shouldn’t you be in the 
hospital? 


BUTCH 
Got time off for good behavior. 


David smiles, appreciating his Dad’s sense of humor. 


COREY 
I wish you could have been out there 
with us. We hooked those two big 
ones at the last minute. If we 
hadn’t caught those fish, we 
wouldn’t have made it. 


DAVID 
(to Butch) 
We got lucky. We stuck to the plan, 
but these guys are too good. If 
we're going to win this thing, we 
need the guy who makes the plan. We 
need you in the boat, Dad. Not me. 


BUTCH 
You did fine out there. I was proud 
of you. Both of you. 


COREY 
No, he’s right. These guys were all 
over our spots. 


DAVID 
Dad, this was one of the best days 
I’ve ever had. 
(to Corey) 
And I'll be there rooting you on, 
but you’ve got to do this. Dad. 
It’s your turn. 


BUTCH 
I'd like to fish with you, Corey, 
but they’re never going to let me 
back in the tournament. 


David smiles. 


DAVID 
We’ll see about that. 
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He jogs towards the arena, stopping at Red and Tyler’s boat 
on the way. 


Dale, now one of the pack, rides with some local kids ina 
pick-up. They stop at the boat. 


DALE 
We're headed to Dot's, wanna come? 


Corey looks to Butch for permission. 


BUTCH 
Don’t stay out too late. 


COREY 
I won't. 


He hops in the back and the truck takes off. 


INT. GREEN ROOM, EXPO CENTER - NIGHT 


In a green room behind the stage, David and Red sit across 
from a keenly dressed TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL. Tyler waits by 
the door, leaning against the wall. 


TOURNAMENT OFFICIAL 
This is a highly unorthodox request, 
Mr. Mills. 


DAVID 
Technically, Butch was the original 
angler who entered the tournament. 
I just stepped in due to an 
emergency- 


RED 
You can’t switch competitors in the 
middle of a tournament. It’s 
ridiculous. 


DAVID 
What’s the matter, Red? Afraid to 
fish against the best? 


TYLER 
Don’t worry, Dad. We got this. 


RED 
Tyler, stay out of this. 


TYLER 
What’s wrong? Worried you can’t 
step it up? 


The tournament official looks at Red for a final ruling. 
Caught, he nods, begrudgingly. 
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INT. DOT’S DINER - NIGHT 


Corey enters with the rest of the kids. Spotting Kelly 
behind the counter he breaks from the pack. 


COREY 
Hey. You weren't at the tournament-- 
KELLY 
I had to work. 
COREY 
(enthusiastically) 


Kel, I got to fish with my dad. 


KELLY 
I’m happy for you. I really am. 
That’s really great. But you were 
right. I’ve got to go back to my 
real life and you’ve got to go back 
to yours. 


She turns to a table of teens to take their order. Corey 
stares after her. 


INT. BOATHOUSE - NIGHT 


Janie enters in her robe to find Butch’s boathouse a wreck. 
The normally organized shelves have been emptied all over the 
ground. Butch sorts through lures and rods, a touch frantic. 


JANIE 
Honey? 


He sits back on his haunches, shaking his head. 


BUTCH 
I can’t decide, Janie. I’ve packed 
and repacked my tackle boxes fifty 
times. 


She crouches down beside him, picking up one of his handmade 
lures and smiling at him sympathetically. 


BUTCH 
Maybe this was a bad idea? 


JANIE 
Butch Mills, half the time I think 
you've got lake water in your veins 
instead of blood. You’re the best 
angler that ever fished this lake. 
You're going to go out there 
tomorrow and show everyone just what 
you’re made of. 
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BUTCH 
I wouldn’t be going out there at all 
if it wasn’t for you bringing us all 
together. 


JANIE 
You sentimental old rascal. 


She lovingly punches him in the arm. He smiles. 


BUTCH 
I love you. 


JANIE 
You’d better, I don’t have enough 
time or energy to break in a new 
husband. 


She smiles. 


INT. BUTCH’S BEDROOM - PRE-DAWN 

Butch snores like a bear. David and Corey enter, quietly. 
David gently nudges Janie, indicating for her to move out of 
the way. 


Corey splashes Butch with a glass of water. Butch sputters. 


BUTCH 
What the--? 
COREY 
Surf's up! We've got some fish to 


catch. 


Butch’s alarm goes off. He shuts it off. Janie laughs. 


EXT. GRAND LAKE - PRE-DAWN 


Stormy weather greets the anglers at the final day's send 
off. Jason, in rain gear, narrates for a TV camera, as the 
anglers prepare their boats in the background. 


JASON HARPER 
We've got two boats of amateurs and 
eight teams with Pro-anglers heading 
out for the final, but nobody's 
happy about the change in the 
weather. It's not the conditions 
they practiced in. These anglers 
are going to have to change their 
entire strategy. 


ON THE WATER, the ten final boats line up. 


WAL-MART TEAM MEMBER 
Really glad to see you, Butch. 
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ASSIAN PRO 
Competition just went up around 
here. 


Wally, from the bait store, stands near the starter, working 
as a volunteer. 


WALLY 
Closed the shop to see this. 
Biggest thing to happen in these 
parts since... Well come to think 
of it, since I don’t know when. 
Maybe it was-- 


Wally’s diatribe is cut off by the boats down the line 
HONKING in acknowledgement of Butch. 


Butch scans the surrounding boats, his peers giving hima 
long over-due moment of respect and recognition. 


ON THE MCCOY BOAT Red bristles at all of the adulation 
towards Butch. 


ON THE MILLS BOAT Corey smiles, brimming with pride for 
Butch. Embarrassed, Butch nods and then plays it off, 
busying himself with checking the boat’s indicators. 


The STARTER calls everyone’s attention. The anglers focus, 
game on. The Starter’s HORN SOUNDS. The ten boats take off. 


The boats spread out like fingers over the lake, each taking 
off in their own direction. 


WE STOP ON 


The Asian Anglers finding a spot. They check their fish 
finder, discussing their plan in Japanese. 


Another team passes, heading for a spot deeper into the lake. 


At their first location, Tyler and Red systematically lay out 
their rods and tackle, getting organized in silence. 


EXT. ROCKY COVE - DAY 


Butch eases their boat into a rocky cove. The water is 
choppy, the wind is picking up. Butch glances at the sky. 


BUTCH 
Weather’s starting to look pretty 
rough. First sign of lightning 
we're going in. Understood? 


Corey nods. 


COREY 
We won’t. Rains going to start 
falling around seven. 

(MORE) 
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COREY (CONT'D) 
Then the winds are going to blow 
this thing East. 


Butch smiles, impressed. Corey shrugs. 


COREY 
Weather’s important in surfing, too. 


BUTCH 
Okay. Here’s our plan. If you’re 
right about the rain, we've got an 
hour to fish before the bite 
changes. 


Corey nods, unpacking his rods. Butch takes out a sheet of 
fly paper and sticks it to the end of a fishing pole. 


COREY 
Is that legal? 


BUTCH 
Fly paper isn’t going in the water. 


He props the rod on the end of the boat in the air. 
BUTCH 

This rain of yours is going to knock 
down whatever’s flying into the 
water. We find out what’s buzzing 
around now, we’ll know what to fish 
with when the rain comes. 

Corey smiles. 


COREY 
Cool. 


BUTCH 
No, it will be cool if it works. 


ACROSS THE LAKE 

A HUSBAND AND WIFE team yank a big fish out of the water. 
The wife pulls out a mighty catch off the bow. Her husband 
uber excited. 


HUSBAND ANGLER 
Now, that’s sexy. 


The wife angler grins, holding up her huge fish. 
ON THE MCCOY BOAT 
Tyler reels in a huge fish. 


RED 
Nice fish. 
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Tyler ignores him, puts the fish into the live-well and casts 
back out. 


UNDER AN OLD ROPE BRIDGE 


Half overgrown in dense trees, Butch’s boat is nestled under 
the shelter of the wood and rope foot bridge. 


Butch examines the fly paper, showing it to Corey. 


BUTCH 
Nearly seven. What does that look 
like to you? 


Corey selects a small, plastic bait, yellow and in the from 
of an insect. Butch nods. The rain starts to come down. 
Butch looks at his watch. 


BUTCH 
This is going to be fun. 


They start casting out, nearly immediately Butch snags a 
bite. Corey watches him reel it in. 


Butch points to where Corey should drop his line. Corey hits 
the spot and snags a fish of his own. 
CUT TO: 


THE COMPETITION 


--The Wal-Mart teams bite has turned cold. The shiver in 
their rain gear, cursing the change in the weather. 


--The husband and wife’s team’s boat rocks in the choppy 
water, they hook a small fish, but lose it before bringing it 
on the boat. Determined they both cast out again. 


--The Asian Anglers snag a big fish, culling a small fish 
from their live well. 


--Red catches a fish and shows it to Tyler who simply opens 
the live-well. 


IN A COVE Corey and Butch cast from both sides of the boat, 
working two strategies. 


COREY 
You know, Grandpa, I’m going to miss 
fishing when I go home. 


Butch reacts, never having been called Grandpa before. 


BUTCH 
Some of the best Bass fishing in the 
country is in California. 


COREY 
Maybe you could come out and show me 
some spots, some time? 
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BUTCH 
Something like that is gonna require 
your grandma’s approval. 


Corey smiles, same old Butch. In the distance, blue sky 
peaks out, Signalling the storm has passed. Butch glances at 
the fish finder. 


BUTCH 
Not much going on down there. 


COREY 
What should we do? 


Butch squints at the surroundings, thinking. His focus 
ultimately lands on Corey. 


BUTCH 
Well, there’s one last rule of 
fishing I never taught you... 


COREY 
What’s that? 


BUTCH 
There are no rules. 


He switches off the fish-finder. 


BUTCH 
So what are your instincts telling 
you? 


Corey looks at the clouds retreating, the sun peaking 
through. 


COREY 
It’s getting bright. The Bass will 
probably be clinging to the 
shoreline, waiting for whatever 
washes in from the rain. I say we 
look for a runoff and fish shallow. 
Let’s use one of these bright lures 
you made, so they can find it in the 
muddy waters. 


He picks up a multicolored lure. Butch nods, proud. He 
turns over the driver’s seat to Corey. 


BUTCH 
Lead the way. 


Corey drives the boat toward their next spot. 
NEAR THE SHORELINE 


Corey notices something jump. Ina flash he’s on it. Butch 
lands his lure right behind him. 
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The fish strike, one after another. They simultaneously 
battle two sizable fish. 


They hold up their catches. 


BUTCH 
You're not just a surfer anymore, 
Corey. You're an angler. 


AS THE TIMER WINDS DOWN ‘The boats race back to check-in. 


FROM OVERHEAD We see Butch and Red’s boats speeding across 
the water. They approach the widest expanse of the lake from 
two different directions, meeting up in the middle. 


Butch looks over to see Red driving parallel to him. Red 
starts to pull ahead. Butch squints. 


BUTCH 
Hang on! 


He throws it into high gear, pulling even with him. The two 
boats race to the check-in, bow to bow. Corey looks to Butch 
who is loving every moment of it. Corey smiles. 


INT. CONVENTION CENTER ARENA - NIGHT 


In the arena, same as yesterday, the audience is packed with 
fans for the big finale. Television cameras and spotlights 
sweep the cheering audience. 


BACKSTAGE, a STAGE MANAGER instructs the competitors. The 
Asian Pros are first up, they head to the stage. 


INT. CONVENTION CENTER ARENA - SAME TIME 


On stage, Hank Parker and Jason Harper address the audience 
and television cameras. 


JASON HARPER 
It was a challenging day out there 
with the weather throwing us a huge 
curve ball. Anything could happen 
at today’s final. Soon, we will be 
crowning the first FLW OUTDOOR 
Partners Open Champion. 


The Asian anglers hand they catch to Jason. 


JASON HARPER 
Today’s totals will be added to 
yesterday's round. lLet’s see how 
you did. Give us your first three 
fish. 


He pours the catch into the tank. 
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HANK PARKER 
Outstanding. The weather wasn’t 
much of a challenge for you. What 
else have you got? 


Two more fish, small hit the water. 


JASON HARPER 
Well, they brought in a limit, 
ladies and gentlemen. But those 
last two fish didn’t help you much. 


HANK PARKER 
I’m afraid that only moves you up to 
third place. You'll have a nice 
check waiting for you, but no name 
on the trophy this year. 


The crowd applauds as the Asian Pros leave the stage and the 
Wal-Mart team moves to the scale. 


BACKSTAGE Everyone in line stares at the leaderboard. 


JASON HARPER (0.S.) 
They’ve brought in five nice fish. 
Let’s see how much they weigh. 


The crowd ROARS. 


JASON HARPER (0.S.) 
We've got a new leader, ladies and 
gentlemen. 


ON STAGE The Wal-Mart team takes their places in the 
leader’s chairs at the front of the stage. 


IN THE AUDIENCE David and Janie sit in the front row next to 
Dale and his family. 


BACKSTAGE Corey looks at Butch worried. 


BUTCH 
No matter what happens, we gave it 
out best. You made me proud. 


Corey smiles, proud of himself. 


Behind them, Tyler stands a step too far away from Red. He 
looks the other way, his body language reads that there is no 
connection between them. 


RED 
Tyler... Come on, now. We can’t go 
out there on stage, in front of the 
cameras like this. 


TYLER 
After this weigh-in, we’re done. 
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RED 
Think of the fans-- 


Overhearing, Butch makes eye contact with Red. Red looks 
away. Butch pulls Red aside. 


BUTCH 
Red, you've always been great on the 
water. But, as my grandson would 
say, on land you suck. 


The stage manager waves Butch and Corey forward. 
ON STAGE Hank Parker welcomes Butch and Corey to the scale. 


HANK PARKER 
In fourth place after yesterday's 
round. 


IN THE AUDIENCE Kelly takes a seat with her parents and 
BROTHER. Corey catches her eye, but she looks away. 


HANK PARKER 
Your Oklahoma State Record holder, 
ladies and gentlemen, Butch Mills 
fishing with his grandson, from 
California, Corey Mills. 


JASON HARPER 

Some of you might not know this, but 
we have a big rivalry playing out at 
the Broken Bow tournament today. 

Two of our top ten finalists call 
Broken Bow their home lake and I 
know there's more than a few people 
in our audience who are anxious to 
see who's going to wind up on top. 


The crowd goes wild. Some chant “Mills” “Mills” and other's 
“McCoy” “McCoy.” 


JASON HARPER 
Butch. It’s good to see you up here 
today. How are you feeling? 


BUTCH 
Impatient. 


Jason is caught off guard by Butch’s sharp response, but Hank 
laughs, nonplussed. Corey grabs the mic, covering. 


COREY 
He means... We had so much fun out 
there. We can’t wait to see how we 


did. 


In the audience Janie and David exchange a look, knowing 
that’s not what Butch meant at all. 
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HANK PARKER 
Okay. Well, is there anything you'd 
like to say about the conditions out 
there today? 


He directs the microphone to Butch, but Corey steps up. 


COREY 
I wanted to say thank you to my Dad 
and my Granddad and my Grandma. 


Corey gulps, looking out into the glaring lights, searching 
for Janie and his Dad in the audience. 


COREY 
I made it hard on them. When I 
first got to Broken Bow, I thought 
it was Hicksville, U.S.A. 


The crowd reacts, a few boos, but mainly waiting to see where 
he’s headed. He swallows, nervous. 


COREY 
But then I got to know the lake, and 
the people here. It’s cooler than I 
thought. To live someplace where 
people look after each other, let 
you know when you’re messing up. 
Help you out, when you need it. 
That’s pretty cool. I’m proud to be 
a part of this place, that it’s a 
part of me. 


Locking eyes with Kelly in the audience, he says this part 
directly to her as if no one else were in the room: 


COREY 
No matter where I live. Broken Bow 
is my home. 


Kelly breaks into a tearful smile and starts to applaud. 


COREY 
(redirecting back to Hank) 
So, yeah, the conditions were great. 


THE AUDIENCE gets to their feet, cheering. David WHISTLES. 


JASON HARPER 
Let’s see how you did. Give us your 
best three fish. 


They pour the first three fish onto the scale. 


HANK PARKER 
Very impressive. That’s going to 
move you up to second place. 
(MORE) 
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HANK PARKER (CONT'D) 
If you have anything else in that 
catch bag, you'll be giving yourself 
a chance at being our first ever 
partner's champions. Let’s see what 
else you brought in today. 


They pour their catch into the scale. 


JASON HARPER 
They brought in a limit, but will it 
be enough to knock off our Wal-Mart 
team as leaders? 


Everyone waits for the scale to settle. 


JASON HARPER 
Oh, yes. Big time! We have new 
leaders, ladies and gentlemen! 


HANK PARKER 
Team Mills please take your seats in 
the leader’s chair with only three 
teams left to weigh-in. Will it be 
enough to hold up? 


BACKSTAGE The three remaining teams exchange worried glances. 
The next team takes the stage. 


SECOND PLACE TEAM 
(to Red) 
You think you’ve got them covered? 


Red looks at the leaderboard. 


RED 
It’s going to be close. 


ON STAGE The last team to weigh in leaves the stage. 


JASON HARPER 
Our leaders are still standing. 
Could we have yesterday’s second 
place team on stage. 


The second place team makes their way to the stage. 


HANK PARKER 
How’d it go out there today? 


SECOND PLACE TEAM MEMBER 
The weather threw us. But we still 
managed a couple good ones. 


They pour in their catch, only two large swim in the scale. 
JASON HARPER 


I’m afraid that only brings you to 
third place. 
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As the third place finishers leave the stage, Butch and Corey 
exchange a look, realizing what this means. Hank motions for 
them to come up to the scale. 


JASON HARPER 
Okay, this is it. The final team to 
weigh-in. Our first place leader’s 
from yesterday are currently in 
fourth place. But if their luck 
held, they could win this whole 
thing. Let’s hear it for the father 
and son team, Red and Tyler McCoy. 


The McCoy faction goes wild as Red and Tyler approach. 


HANK PARKER 
(to Red) 
How was it out there today? 


Red looks at Tyler who won’t even meet his eye. He looks out 
at the crowd, caught in a moment of realization. 


RED 
To be honest with you, Hank, I 
wasn’t at my best. 

(to Tyler) 

But my son was... strong. He's 
really become a fine angler. And if 
he ever decides to fish with me 
again, I’m gonna step it up. 


Tyler reacts, surprised. The crowd APPLAUDS. Red nods, a 
Sincere thank you to Butch. 


JASON HARPER 
Let’s have your first three fish on 
the scale. 


The crowd oohs and ahhs as three large fish go into the tank. 


HANK PARKER 
Very nice. After your first three 
fish, you are only two pounds away 
from being this year’s champion. 


JASON HARPER 
And adding that to yesterday’s 
round, it’s good enough to bring 
your team up into second place. One 
of these two teams will be the first 
ever FLW Outdoor Partners’ Open 
Champion. 


HANK PARKER 
This has turned out to be the Battle 
of Broken Bow. I guess there’s no 
disputing the advantage of fishing 
on your home lake. 
(to Red and Tyler) 
Show us what else you have.... 
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IN THE AUDIENCE you could hear a pin drop, everyone waits on 
the edge of their seats. Red lifts the bag to the scale. It 
looks heavy. He tips it out, but there’s nothing but water. 


JASON HARPER 
They didn’t bring in any more fish! 
That means... 


HANK PARKER 
Your inaugural champions of the FLW 
Partner’s Open are Butch and Corey 
Mills! 


Confetti rains down. Fireworks explode! 
Butch takes the microphone. 


BUTCH 
I’d like to ask my son and wife to 
come up on stage. We wouldn’t be 
here if it wasn’t for them. 


David and Janie make their way onto the stage. 


BUTCH 
(to David) 
Welcome back to Broken Bow. It’s 
good to have you home. 


Butch and David hug. The AUDIENCE CHEERS. 


ON STAGE Jason and Hank nod, approvingly. An oversized check 
and silver trophy is presented to the winners. 


Red shakes hands with Butch, congratulating him. 


TYLER 
(to Corey) 
Good job, California. But, we'll be 
coming for you next year. 


COREY 
Can’t wait. 


Butch and Corey hoist the trophy. David lifts up the 
oversized check. Janie stands just off to the side, beaming 
with pride and love. 


Butch locks eyes with Janie. Both recognize what this moment 
means for the family. 


Kelly runs up on the stage. Corey picks her up and twirls 
her around. Corey plants a kiss on her. She hugs him close. 


Dale joins them on stage, congratulating Corey. It’s joyous 
mayhem all around. 


A photographer asks for David, Corey and Butch to pose for a 
picture with the check and the trophy. 
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The bulb FLASHES whiting out the screen. 
FADE TO BLACK. 


TAG: We see the picture of Butch, David and Corey from Butch 
and Corey’s victory at the FLW Family Open. 


PULL BACK TO REVEAL: 


The picture sits on the mantel in the Mills living room. 
Janie smiles at the photo, then moves outside to the porch. 
A grey, snowy morning. The house is decorated in Christmas 
lights. 


In the home cove, Butch, David and Corey fish, bundled in 
coats and stocking hats. Corey unpacks a picnic basket. He 
passes David a thermos. David takes it looking back at the 
house with appreciation. 

Butch’s line gets a bite. He reels in a fish. FREEZE ON: 
AN INSTAGRAM STYLE photo of the family united. 


As the end crawl rolls, this picture fades into a series of 
PHOTOS of families fishing together. 


A black and white image of a father and two barefoot kids 
with what looks like homemade poles. They hold up a stringer 
of fish between them. 


A faded color photo from the 60's; a young couple with rolled 
up Levi's and horn-rimmed glasses pose with an ugly catfish. 


A man and his son in matching waders; their fly lines 
whipping in the air. 


A handicapped Veteran holds up a monster catch, grinning with 
pride. 


A large man in coveralls and his two chubby children balanced 
on a tiny Jon Boat. The kids hold up minnows and the man 
holds up a waterlogged shoe. 


A 1940's housewife shows her two young boys how to thread a 
worm on a hook. One of the boys makes a disgusted face. 


Frame after frame, reveals that fishing is universal. It's 
about good times. Love. Memories that will last forever. 


The End. 


